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1. LORD’S PRAYER 


. Cur Father which art in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done in earth, as it is 


in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our debtors. And lead us 
not into temptation, but deliver us from evil: For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever. 
Amen. 

Matthew 6:9 - 13, King James Standard Version 


. Cur Father which art in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done, as in heaven, 


so in earth. Give us day by day our daily bread. And forgive us our sins; for we also forgive every one that is 
indebted to us. And lead us not into temptation; but deliver us from evil. 
Luke 11:2 - 4, King James Standard Version 


Our father which art in heauen, hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdome come. Thy will be done, in earth, as it 


is in heauen. Giue vs this day our daily bread. And forgiue vs our debts, as we forgiue our debfers. And lead 
vs not into temptation, but deliuer vs from euill: For thine is the kingdome, and the power, and the glory, for 
euer, Amen. 

Matthew 6:9 - 13, King James the 1611 Version 


. Cur Father which art in heauen, Halowed be thy Name, Thy kingdome come, Thy will be done as in heauen, 


so in earth. Giue vs day by day our dayly bread. And forgiue vs our sinnes: for we also forgiue euery one that 
is indebted to vs. And lead vs not into temptation, but deliuer vs from euill. 
Luke 11:2 - 4, King James the 1611 Version 


. Cur Father in heaven, Hallowed be Your name. Your kingdom come. Your will be done On earth as it is in 


heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, As we forgive our debtors. And do not lead 
us into temptation, But deliver us from the evil one. For Yours is the kingdom and the power and the glory 
forever. Amen. 

Matthew 6:9-13, New King James Version 


. Cur Father in heaven, Hallowed be Your name. Your kingdom come. Your will be done On earth as it is in 


heaven. Give us day by day our daily bread. And forgive us our sins, For we also forgive everyone who is 
indebted to us. And do not lead us into temptation, But deliver us from the evil one. Amen. 
Luke 11:2-4, New King James Version 


. Cur Father in heaven, Hallowed be Your name. Your kingdom come. Your will be done on earth as if is in 


heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, As we forgive our debtors. And do not lead 
us into tem ptation, But deliver us from the evil one. For Yours is the kingdom and the power and the glory 
forever. Amen. 

Matthew 6:9-13, The Orthodox Study Bible 


. Cur Father in heaven, Hallowed be Your name. Your kingdom come. Your will be done on earth as if is in 


heaven. Give us day by day our daily bread. And forgive us our sins, For we also forgive every one who is 
indebted to us. And do not lead us into temptation, But deliver us from the evil one. Amen. 
Luke 11:2-4, The Orthodox Study Bible 
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Ou father which art in heaven, hallowed by thy name. Let thy kingdom come. Thy will, be fulfilled, even in 


earth as it is in heaven. Our daily bread give us this day. And forgive us our sins: For even we forgive every 
man that trespasseth us, and lead us not into temptation; But deliver us from evil Amen. 
Luke 11: 2-4, The first English translation directly from the original tongue. William Tyndale 1534 


Our father, which art in heaven hallowed be thy name. Let thy kingdom come. Thy will be fulfilled, as well 
in earth, as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our trespasses, even as we forgive 
them which trespass us. Lead us not in to temptation: but deliver us from evil, For thine is the kingdom and 
the power, and the glory for ever. Amen. 

Matthew 6:9-13 The first English translation directly from the original tongue. William Tyndale 1534 


Our Father, which art in heaven, Hallowed be thy Name. Thy Kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, As it 
is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our trespasses, As we forgive them that trespass 
against us. And lead us not into temptation, But deliver us from evil. For thine is the kingdom, The power, and 
the glory, For ever and ever. Amen. 

The Anglican Book of Common Prayer (1662) 


Cur Father who art in heaven, Hallowed be thy Name, Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done, on earth as it is 
in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread; And forgive us our trespasses, As we forgive them that trespass 
against us; And lead us not into temptation, But deliver us from evil. Amen. 

The Anglican Book of Common Prayer (1662) 


Cur Father who art in heaven, Hallowed be thy Name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done, On earth as it 
is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our trespasses, As we forgive those who trespass 
against us. And lead us not into temptation, But deliver us from evil. For thine is the kingdom, and the power, 
and the glory, for ever and ever. Amen. 

The 1928 U.S. Book of Common Prayer 


Our Father, who art in heaven, Hallowed be thy Name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done, On earth as it 
is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our trespasses, As we forgive those who trespass 
against us. And lead us not into temptation, But deliver us from evil. Amen. 

The 1928 U.S. Book of Common Prayer 


C ur Father in heaven, Hallowed be Your name, Your kingdom come, Your will be done, on earth as in heaven. 
Give us today our daily bread. Forgive us our sins as we forgive those who sin against us. Save us from the 
time of trial and deliver us from evil. For the kingdom, the power, and the glory are yours Now and for ever. 
Amen. 


The Lord’s Prayer: Ecumenical Version 


Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be Thy name; Thy kingdom come; Thy will be done; on earth as it is 
in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass 
against us. And lead us not into temptation; but deliver us from evil. For Thine is the kingdom, the power and 
the glory, for ever and ever. Amen. 


The Lord’s Prayer: Protestant Version 


Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name; thy kingdom come; thy will be done; on earth as it is 
in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass 
against us. And lead us not into temptation; but deliver us from evil. For thine is the kingdom, the power and 
the glory, for ever and ever. Amen. 

The Lord’s Prayer, Traditional 


Cur Father in heaven, hallowed be Your name, Your kingdom come, Your will be done, on earth as in heaven. 
Give us today our daily bread. Forgive us our sins as we forgive those who sin against us. Lead us not into 
temptation but deliver us from evil. For the kingdom, the power, and the glory are yours now and forever. 
Amen. 


The Lord’s Prayer, Contemporary 
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Cur Father in heaven, help us to honor Your name. Come and set up Your kingdom, so that everyone on earth 
will obey You, as You are obeyed in heaven. Give us our food for today. Forgive us for doing wrong, as we 
forgive others. Keep us from being tempted and protect us from evil. 


The Lord’s Prayer: Contemporary English Version 


C ur Father in heaven, hallowed be Your name. Your Kingdom come, Your will be done, on earth as in heaven 
Give us today our daily bread. Forgive us our sins, as we forgive those who sin against us. Lead us not into 
temptation, but deliver us from evil. For the kingdom, the power and the glory are yours. Now and for ever. 
Amen. 

The Lord’s Prayer: New English Version 


CO ur Father who art in Heaven, Hallowed be thy name; Thy kingdom come Thy will be done On earth as it is 
in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread; And forgive us our trespasses As we forgive those who trespass 
against us; And lead us not into temptation But deliver us from evil. 

Catechism of The Roman Catholic Church 


Cur Father who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done on earth as it is 
in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread, and forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass 
against us, and lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil. For thine is the kingdom and the power, 
and the glory, forever and ever. Amen. 


The Lord’s Prayer: Catholic version 


CO urFather in heaven: May Your holy name be honored; may Your Kingdom come; may Your will be done on 
earth as it is in heaven. Give us today the food we need. Forgive us the wrongs we have done, as we forgive 
the wrongs that others have done fo us. Do not bring us to hard testing, but keep us safe from the Evil One. 


The Lord’s Prayer: Good News Translation 


Cur Father in heaven, may Your name be kept holy. May Your Kingdom come soon. May Your will be done 
on earth, as it is in heaven. Give us today the food we need, and forgive us our sins, as we have forgiven those 
who sin against us. And don’t let us yield to temptation, but rescue us from the evil one. 


The Lord’s Prayer: New Living Translation 


Cur Beloved Father, dwelling in the heavenly realms, may the glory of Your name be the center on which our 
lives turn. Manifest Your kingdom realm, and cause Your every purpose fo be fulfilled on earth, just as it is in 
heaven. We acknowledge You as our Provider of all we need each day. Forgive us the wrongs we have done as 
we ourselves release forgiveness to those who have wronged us. Rescue us every time we face tribulation and 
set us free from evil. For You are the King who rules with power and glory forever. Amen. 

Matthew 6:9-13 The Passion Translation 


# ather, in heaven, Holy be Your name. Your will be done on earth as in heaven, Your kingdom come. Forgive 
us our debts, as we also forgive our debtors, lead us not into temptation, but take away from us (the) evil (one). 


Tertullian’s Version of the Lord’s Prayer 


HF ather, hallowed be Your name, Your kingdom come. Give us each day our daily bread. Forgive us our sins, 
for we also forgive everyone who sins against us. 


Luke 11:2-4 The Lord’s Prayer: New International Version 


Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be Thy Name. Thy Kingdom come. Thy will be done, as in heaven, 
so on earth. Give ns this day onr daily (needful) bread. And forgive ns onr debt as we also forgive our debtors. 
And bring us not into temptation, but deliver us from the evil one (or, from evil). For Thine is the power and 
the glory for ever. 

The Didache: the Teaching of the Twelve Apostles 


Cur Father who art in the heavens. Hallowed be thy name. Thy Kingdom come. Thy will be done, as in 
heaven, so also on the earth. Give us this day our daily [needful] bread. And forgive us our debts, as we also 
have forgiven our debtors. And bring us not into temptation, But deliver us from the evil one [or, from evil]. 
[For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, forever. Amen.] 

The Didache: the Teaching of the Twelve Apostles 
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30. Our Father, who art in heaven. Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done, as in heaven, so 
also on earth. Give us to-day our daily [needful] bread. And forgive us our debt as we also forgive our debtors. 
And bring us not into temptation. But deliver us from the evil one [or, from evil]. For thine is the power and 
the glory, for ever. 


The Didache: the Teaching of the Twelve Apostles 


31. FP ather, May thy name be holy. May thy kingdom come. May thy will be done. Give us today our needed 
bread. And forgive us our debts. As we forgive our debfors. And lead us not into temptation. Amen. 


From the Lord Prayer in Aramaic 


32. SL oving God, in whom is heaven, may Your name be honored everywhere. May Your kingdom come. May the 
desire of Your heart for the world be done, in us, by us and through us. Give us the bread we need for each 
day. Forgive us. Enable us to forgive others. Keep us from all anxiety and fear. For You reign in the power 
that comes from love which is Your glory forever and ever. Amen. 


Author Unknown 


33. Oh Thou, from whom the breath of life comes, who fills all realms of sound, light and vibration. May Your 
light be experienced in my utmost holiest. Your Heavenly Domain approaches. Let Your will come true - in 
the universe (all that vibrates) just as on earth (that is material and dense). Give us wisdom (understanding, 
assistance) for our daily need, detach the fetters of faults that bind us, (karma) like we let go the guilt of others. 
Let us not be lost in superficial things (materialism, common temptations), but let us be freed from that what 
keeps us from our true purpose. From You comes the all-working will, the lively strength to act, the song that 
beautifies all and renews itself from age to age. Sealed in trust, faith and truth. 


Nazarene Translation 


Position to man: Our 
Preface Faith in God: Father 
Fear of God: who are in heaven 
The reverence of His attributes: Hallowed be Your Name 
The exercise of authority: Your Kingdom come 


God's glory by sae aes ; 
The fulfilling of His will: Your will be done, 


on earth as it is in heaven 
Analysis of the Petitions 
Lord’s prayer Temporal supplies: Give us this day our daily bread 
Remission of sins: and forgive us our debts, 
as we forgive our debtors, 
Deliverance for the future from: deliver us from evil one 


for our own good in 


As supreme: For yours is the kingdom 
Doxolo As Omnipotent: The power 
oF As Gracious: The Glory 


As Eternal: For ever and ever. Amen 
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i. LORD’S PRAYER - PARAPHRASED 


Cur Father, most holy, our Creator and Redeemer, our Saviour and our Comforter. 

Who are in heaven, in the angels and the saints, giving them light to know You since You, O Lord, are light; 
setting them afire to love You, since You, O Lord, are love, dwelling in them and giving them fullness of joy; 
since You, Lord, are the supreme, eternal good, and all good comes from You. 

Holy be Your Name, may we grow to know You better and better and so appreciate the extent of Your favours; 
the scope of Your promises, the sublimity of Your majesty, and the profundity of Your judgments. 

Your kingdom come, so that You may reign in me by Your grace and bring me to Your kingdom, where we 
shall see You clearly, love You perfectly and, happy in Your company, enjoy You forever. 

Your will be done, on earth as if is in heaven, so that we may love You with all our heart, by always having 
You in mind; with all our soul, by always longing for You; with all of our mind, by determining to seek Your 
glory in everything; and with all our strength, of body and soul by lovingly serving You alone. May we love our 
neighbours as ourselves, and encourage them all fo love You, by bearing our share in the joys and sorrows of 
others, while giving offence to no one.Give me this day our daily bread, Your beloved Son, our Lord Jesus Christ, 
so that we may remember and appreciate how much he loved me, and everything he said and did and suffered, 
and forgive me our sins, in Your immeasurable mercy, by virtue of the passion of Your Son, and through the 
intercession of Mary and all Your saints. 

As we forgive those who sin against me, and if we do not forgive perfectly, Lord, make me forgive perfectly, 
so that, for love of You, we may really forgive our enemies, and fervently pray to You for them, returning to no 
one evil for evil, by trying to serve You in everyone. 

And lead me not into temptation, hidden or obvious, sudden or persistent. 


But deliver me from evil, past, present or future, 
St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) 
Otto Karrer, Sf. Francis Of Assisi: The legends and lauds, Sheed & Ward (1947), p. 266. 


. Gur Father which are in heaven, One God , the Father Almighty, One Lord Jesus Christ, the Only Begotten 


Son, One Holy Ghost , proceeding from the Father and the Son; have mercy upon me Your children, and make 
us all one in You. 

Hallowed be Your Name, Thou Who art One Lord, and Your Name One ; have mercy upon me all, who are 
called by Your Name, and make me more and more one in You. 

Your kingdom come, O King of Righteousness and Peace, gather me more and more into Your kingdom, and 
make me both visibly and invisibly one in You. 

Your will be done in earth, as it is in Heaven: Thou Who hast declared unto me the mystery of Your will, to 
gather together in one all things in Christ, both which are in Heaven and which are on earth: conform me, O 
Lord, to that holy will of Thine, and make me all one in You. 

Give me this day our daily Bread, Thou in Whom we being many are one Bread and one Body: grant that 
we being all partakers of that one Bread, may day by day be more and more one in You. 

And forgive me our frespasses, as we forgive them that trespass against me, Thou, Who didst say, Father, 
forgive them, for those who were rending Your Blessed Body: forgive me the many things we have done fo mar 
the unity of Your mystical Body, and make me forgiving and loving one another, to be more and more one in 
You. 

And lead me not into temptation, As Thou didst enable Thine Apostles to continue with You in Your temptations, 
so enable me by Your grace to abide with You in Your true Church under all trials, visible and invisible, nor ever 
to cease from being one in You. 

But deliver me from evil, From the enemy and false accuser, from envy and grudging, from an unquiet and 
discontented spirit, from heresy and schism, from strife and debate, from a scornful temper, and reliance on our 


own understanding, from offence given or taken; and from whatever might disturb Your Church, and cause it to 
be less one in You; Good Lord, deliver and preserve Your servants for ever! 


Exposition of the Lord’s Prayer, by St. Cyril of Jerusalem AD 347 
Rev. John Henry Blunt (Ed.), The annotated book of common prayer, New York: E. P. Dutton and Company (1895) 


. Cur Father, who are in Heaven, ‘Our Father’ - words of loving You taught our lips to frame, Giving to earth’s 
erring children the dear shelter of Your name. Father of the tribes that wander in the darkness far away, 
Father of the hearts that love You, love and serve You day by day; You who rules the highest heavens, You whose 
voice the wave commands, You whose mandate called fo being all the known and unknown lands, Look on me 
with eyes of mercy, let Your love claim our lives, Make me, in our daily actions, worthy children of Your name. 
Hallowed be Your name By the lips of every people let Your praises, Lord, be told; all Your glories, all Your 
beauties, let their eloquence unfold. By the sound of grand hosannas thrilling through cathedral aisles when 
the organ’s rolling paeans shake the shining marble piles; by the homage of the mighty, by the homage of the 
poor; by the reverential worship Vielded while the years endure; By the sweetest thoughts and purest which 
Your favoured spirits frame; By the lisping tones of childhood, Father, “hallowed be Your name.” 
Your kingdom come, To the rich, on whom Your blessings have been showered with generous hand To the 
humble, to the noble, fo the honoured of the land; to the pure, sweet heart of childhood, to the sad, worn heart 
of age; to the wanderer, fo the labourer, to the scholar, to the sage; to the faithful who are foiling on their 
pilgrimage of pain, hoping, praying that their efforts, that their striving, be not vain; to the souls by sorrow 
stricken, to the lips with anguish dumb, in its bright and fadeless beauty, Father, let “Your kingdom come.” 
Your will be done on earth as it is in Heaven Let the laws Your love have given, Lest our faltering footsteps 
stray, Mould our lives and draw me closer, Father, to Your heart each day. Bind our spirits with Your fetters; 
Let me only live and move in the doing of Your mandates, In the seeking of Your love. As the shining seraphs 
standing in the presence of Your throne Haste in joy to do Your bidding When Your will makes known, So we 
pray, O heavenly Father! that from morn fill set of sun, in our thoughts and words and actions, May “Your holy 
will be done.” 
Give me this day our daily bread Hearken to the sad appealing, Hearken to the wailing cry, Fill the wants 
whose ceaseless craving You alone can satisfy. Hearken to the sad appealing, From the lips by famine whitened, 
From the lips by plenty fed, Rises up the meek petition, Father, for our daily bread - For the bread that sates 
all hunger, For a knowledge of Your word, Pure and perfect in its power fill the inmost heart is stirred. Give fo 
me the Bread of Angels, The dear Banquet of Your love; Feed me, strengthen and sustain me, Till we see Your 
face above. 
Forgive me our frespasses, as we forgive them that trespass against me, By Your love, which none can 
measure, By Your pity, which all feel, pleading pardon for each trespass, Father, at Your feet we kneel. Pardon 
for the grave offences Which our wayward hearts have wrought, Pardon for each word unkindly, For each dark, 
ungenerous thought: pardon me, and teach me, Father, our forgiveness to bestow upon all who wrong or grieve 
me on our journey here below: pardon me; and as we pardon At Your bidding, God of love, may we be refreshed 
and strengthened by Your graces from above. 
And lead me not into temptation, from the countless dangers waiting for the guileless heart of Youth, from 
temptations which allure me in the borrowed garb of truth, from the fiend’s wiles delusive, from his cruel spell 
of power, ‘Neath Your love’s protecting mantle shield me, Father, hour by hour. Bid Your angels watch around 
me, Lest the “Evil One of sin,” finding each heart's portal open and unguarded, enter in. By Your will divine, oh! 
fashion Every thought and word of ours, till they glow in deathless beauty, Blossoms for Your garden bowers. 
But deliver me from evil, Keep me from the evils round me, From the woes that walk by night; From the 
clouds whose dreary darkness Fain would veil from me Your light ; From the hatred of our foemen, From their 
malice, from their spleen, From their venomed words of anger Piercing me like arrows keen. Weak and vain 
our spirits’ battling If no aid by You is given, If our strength and courage spring not From Your boundless 
wealth in Heaven. So “deliver me from evil,” Humbly, Father, do we pray, Lest our deeds, when weighed, be 
wanting in the dread accounting day. 

Marcella Agnes Fitzgerald, Poems (1886) 


. Cur Father which art in Heaven, One God, the Father Almighty, One Lord Jesus Christ, One Holy Ghost, 
proceeding from the Father and the Son; have mercy upon me, Your children, and make me all One in You. 
Hallowed be Your name, Thou who art One Lord, and Your name One; have mercy upon me all, who are 
called by Your name, and make me more and more One in You. 

Your kingdom come, O, King of Righteousness and Peace, gather me more and more into Your kingdom, and 
make me both visibly and invisibly One in You. 

Your will be done in earth, as if is in heaven, Thou, Who hast declared unto me the mystery of Your will, to 
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"gather together in One all things in Christ, both which are in heaven and which are on earth;" conform me, 
O Lord, to that holy will of Thine, and make me all One in You. 
Give me this day our daily bread, Thou in Whom we being many are One Bread and One Body; grant that 
we, being all partakers of that One Bread, may day by day be more and more One in You. 
And forgive me our frespasses as we forgive them that trespass against me, Thou, Who didst say, Father, 
forgive them, for those who were rending Your blessed Body, forgive me the many things we have done to mar 
the unity of Your mystical Body, and make me, forgiving and loving one another, to be more and more One in 
You. 
And lead me not into temptation, As Thou didst enable Thine Apostles to continue with You in Your tempta- 
tions; so enable me, by Your grace, to abide with You in Your true Church, under all trials, visible and invisible, 
nor ever fo cease from being One in You. 
But deliver me from evil, from the enemy and false accuser; from envy and grudging; from an unquiet and 
discontented spirit; from heresy and schism; from strife and debate; from a scornful temper, and reliance on 
our own understanding; from offence given or taken; and from whatever might disturb Your Church, and cause 
it to be less One in You. Good Lord, deliver and preserve Your servants for ever. 

Rev. John Keble, M.A., Sermons, Academical and Occasional (1848) 


SF ather, which art in heaven: In whom we live, and move, and have our being, grant that we and all Christians 


may live worthy of this glorious relation, and that we may not sin, knowing that we are accounted Thine. We are 
Thine by adoption, O make me Thine by the choice of our will. 

Hallowed be Thy Name: O God, Whose name is great, wonderful, and holy, grant that we and all Thy children 
may glorify Thee, not only with our lips, but in our lives; that others, seeing our good works, may glorify our 
Father which is in heaven. 

Thy Kingdom come: May the kingdoms of the world become the kingdoms of the Lord and of His Christ, and 
may all that own Thee for their King become Thy faithful subjects, and obey Thy laws. Dethrone, O God, and 
destroy Satan and his kingdom, and enlarge the Kingdom of grace. 

Thy will be done in earth, as it is in heaven: We adore Thy goodness, O God, in making Thy will known to me 
in Thy Holy Word. May this Thy Word be the rule of our will, of our desires, of our lives and actions. May we ever 
sacrifice our will to Thine, be pleased with all Thy choices for ourselves and others, and adore Thy providence in 
the government of the world. 

Give me this day our daily bread: O heavenly Father, Who knowest what we have need of, give me the 
necessaries and comforts of this life with Thy blessing; but, above all, give me the Bread that nourisheth to eternal 
life. O God, Who givest to all life and breath and all things, give me grace to impart to such as are in want, of 
what Thou hast given more than our daily bread. 

And forgive me our trespasses, as we forgive them that trespass against me: Make me truly sensible of Thy 
goodness, and mercy, and patience towards me, that we may from our hearts forgive every one his brother their 
trespasses. 

And lead me not into temptation: Support me, o heavenly Father, under all our trials, and grant that they may 
yield me the peaceable fruits of righteousness. 

But deliver me from evil: From all sin and wickedness, from our ghostly enemy, and from everlasting death, 
good Lord, deliver me., Deliver me from the evil of sin and from the evil of punishment. Deliver me, O heavenly 
Father, from our evil and corrupt nature, from the temptations and snares of an evil world, and from falling again 
into the sins repented of. For Thine is the Kingdom, and the power, and the glory, forever and ever. Amen. By 
Thy almighty power, O King of heaven, for the glory of Thy Name, and for the love of the Father, grant me all 
these blessings for which Thy Son has taught me to pray. Unto Him that is able to do for me abundantly more than 
we can ask or think, unto Him be glory in the Church by Christ Jesus, throughout all ages, world without end. 


Bishop Thomas Wilson (1663 - 1755) 
S. F. Fox, A chain of prayer across the ages: forty centuries of prayer, 2000 B.C.-A.D. 1912, Toronto: Bell and Cockburn (1913) 


. Cur, Father, insuperable in creation, sweet in love, rich in every heritage! 


Who art in Heaven, a mirror of eternity, the crown of joy, the treasure of eternal salvation! 

Hallowed be Thy name, that it be like honey upon the tongue, a harp unto our ears, a devotion in our hearts! 
Thy kingdom come, joyfully, without perversion; quietly, without sorrow; safely, beyond possibility to lose it! 
Thy will be done on earth as it is in heaven, that we hate whatever displeases Thee; love what Thou lovest; 
and fulfill all things that are pleasing to Thee! 

Give us this day our daily bread, the bread of knowledge, penitence, pardon and every need of our bodies. 
Forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass against us; 


forgive us our trespasses against Thee, against our fellow-men and against ourselves, which we have multiplied 
either through the commission of wrongs or the ommission to do the good we ought to do, as we forgive all who 
have despised or offended us by word or deed, by giving or taking away from us, spiritually or temporally. 
And lead us not into fempftation, of the world, the flesh, or the devil; 
But deliver us from evil, both temporal and spiritual, and from all sorrows in time and eternity. 
Amen. 

W. Loehe, Seed-Grains of Prayer (1914) 


. Ow Lord and our Father, which art in Heaven, make us worthy to sanctify, magnify and exalt Thy name continu- 
ously and without distraction, night and day; make us worthy, by Thy grace, of Thy Kingdom and of Thy sight, of 
Thy love and of the love of Thy Son and Thy Spirit, in earth as in Heaven. Give us this day our daily bread, and 
forgive us our sins and trespasses by Thy mercy, and give us strength to love one another in accordance with Thy 
command and Thy will, and lead us not into temptation without Thy help, but deliver us from the demons by Thy 
grace, for Thine is the power to give us Thy kingdom, the strength of Thy Spirit, and the praise through which we 
are enabled to magnify Thee in Heaven and in earth : Father, Son and Holy Spirit, for ever and ever. Amen." 

A. Mingana, Early Christian Mystics, gorgias press (2012) 


si any be distressed, and fain would gather some comfort, let him haste unto Our Father, For we of hope and 
help are quite bereaven Except Thou succour us, Who art in heaven. Thou showest mercy, therefore for the 
same We praise Thee, singing Hallowed be Thy name; Of all our miseries cast up the sum, Show us Thy joys, 
and let Thy kingdom come. We mortal are, and alter from our birth; Thou constant art, Thy will be done on 
earth; Thou mad’st the earth as well as planets seven, Thy name be blessed here As ‘fis in heaven. Nothing we 
have to use, or debts to pay, Except Thou give it us: Give us this day Wherewith to clothe us, wherewith to be 
fed, For without Thee, we want Our daily bread. We want, but want no faults, for no day passes But we do sin - 
Forgive us our trespasses. No man from sinning ever free did live. Forgive us, Lord, our sins As we forgive. 
If we repent our faults, Thou ne’er disdainest us; We pardon them That trespass against us; Forgive us that is 
past, a new path tread us; Direct us always in Thy faith, And lead us - We, Thine own people, and Thy chosen 
nation, Into all truth, but Not info tempfation. Thou that of all good graces art the giver, Suffer us not to wander 
But deliver Us from the fierce assaults of world and devil, And flesh, so shalt Thou free us From all evil. To 
these petitions let both church and laymen, With one consent of heart and voice, say Amen. 


Bishop Lancelot Andrewes 
A. W. Hall, Great Thoughts from Master Minds (1888) 
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1. PRAYERS FROM THE SCRIPTURE 


1. W ho is like You, O Lord, among the gods? Who is like You, glorious in holiness, fearful in praises, doing wonders? 
Exodus 15: 11 


9. Yn Your unfailing love You have led the people You have redeemed. In Your strength You have guided them to 
Your holy dwelling. You have brought them in and planted them on the mountain of Your inheritance - the place, 

O Lord, You made for Your dwelling, the sanctuary, O Lord, Your hands established. 
Exodus 15: 13, 17 


3, F will sing to the Lord, for he has triumphed gloriously; the horse and his rider he has thrown into the sea. 
The Lord is my strength and my song, and he has become my salvation; this is my God, and I will praise him, 
my father’s God, and I will exalt him. The Lord is a man of war; the Lord is his name. Pharaoh’s chariots and 
his host he cast into the sea, and his chosen officers were sunk in the Red Sea. The floods covered them; they 
went down into the depths like a stone. Your right hand, O Lord, glorious in power, Your right hand, O Lord, 
shatters the enemy. In the greatness of Your majesty You overthrow Your adversaries; You send out Your fury; it 
consumes them like stubble. At the blast of Your nostrils the waters piled up; the floods stood up in a heap; the 
deeps congealed in the heart of the sea. The enemy said, ‘I will pursue, I will overtake, I will divide the spoil, my 
desire shall have its fill of them. I will draw my sword; my hand shall destroy them.’ You blew with Your wind; the 
sea covered them; they sank like lead in the mighty waters. Who is like You, O Lord, among the gods? Who is 
like You, majestic in holiness, awesome in glorious deeds, doing wonders? You stretched out Your right hand; the 
earth swallowed them. You have led in Your steadfast love the people whom You have redeemed; You have guided 
them by Your strength to Your holy abode. The peoples have heard; they tremble; pangs have seized the inhabitants 
of Philistia. Now are the chiefs of Edom dismayed; trembling seizes the leaders of Moab; all the inhabitants of 
Canaan have melted away. Terror and dread fall upon them; because of the greatness of Your arm, they are still 
as a stone, till Your people, O Lord, pass by, till the people pass by whom You have purchased. You will bring them 
in and plant them on Your own mountain, the place, O Lord, which You have made for Your abode, the sanctuary, 
O Lord, which Your hands have established. The Lord will reign forever and ever.’ 


For when the horses of Pharaoh with his chariots and his horsemen went into the sea, the Lord brought back the 
waters of the sea upon them, but the people of Israel walked on dry ground in the midst of the sea. Then Miriam 
the prophetess, the sister of Aaron, took a tambourine in her hand, and all the women went out after her with 
tambourines and dancing. And Miriam sang to them: 


‘Sing to the Lord, for he has triumphed gloriously; the horse and his rider he has thrown into the sea.” 
Exodus 15: 1 - 24 


4, Y ours, O Lord, is the greatness and the power and the glory and the victory and the majesty, for all that is in 
the heavens and in the earth is Yours. Yours is the kingdom, O Lord, and You are exalted as head above all. Both 
riches and honor come from you, and You rule over all. In Your hand are power and might, and in your hand it 
is to make great and to give strength to all. And now we thank You, our God, and praise Your glorious name. 

1 Chronicles 29:10-13 


5. 
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a ord, do not rebuke me in Your anger or discipline me in Your wrath. Have mercy on me, O Lord, for I am 
weak; heal me, Lord, for my bones are in agony. My soul also is greatly troubled; But You, O Lord - how long? 
Return, O Lord, deliver me! Oh, save me for Your mercies? sake! Among the dead no one proclaims Your name. 
Who praises You from the grave? I am worn out from my groaning. All night long I flood my bed with weeping 
and drench my couch with tears. My eyes grow weak with sorrow; It grows old because of all my enemies. Away 
from me, all You who do evil, For the Lord has heard the voice of my weeping. The Lord has heard my cry for 
mercy; the Lord accepts my prayer. My enemies shall be ashamed and troubled; they shall turn back and be put 
to shame. 

Psalm 6 


. C \ord, our God, how majestic is Your name in all the earth! You have set Your glory above the heavens. From 


the lips of children and infants You have ordained praise because of Your enemies, to silence the foe and the 
avenger. When I look at the stars, the skies, Your heavens, the work of Your fingers, the moon and the stars, which 
You have set in place, what is man that You are mindful of him, the son of man that You care of him? You made 
him a little lower than the heavenly beings and crowned him with glory and honor. You made him ruler over 
the works of Your hands; You put everything under his feet: all flocks and herds, and the animals of the wild, the 
birds in the sky, and the fish in the sea, all that swim the paths of the seas. Lord, our Lord, how majestic is Your 
name in all the earth! 

Psalm 8 


. HC ow long, O Lord, will You forget me forever? How long will You hide Your face from me? How long must 


I bear pain in my soul, and have sorrow in my heart all day long? How long shall my impure body be exalted 
over me? Consider and answer me, O Lord, my God! Give light to my eyes, or I will sleep in the sleep of death, 
and my spiritual enemy will say, ‘I have prevailed’; my foes will rejoice because I am shaken. But I trust Your 
everlasting love; my heart yearns for Your salvation. Let my heart sing and rejoice in You, my Lord, because You 
dealt bountifully with me. 

Psalm 13 (Adopted) 


: P reserve me, O God, for in You I put my trust. O Lord, attend to my cry; give ear to my prayer which is not 


from deceitful lips. Uphold my steps in Your paths, that my footsteps may not slip. I have called upon You, for You 
will hear me, O God; incline Your ear to me, and hear my speech. Show Your marvelous loving-kindness by Your 
right hand, O You who save those who trust in You from those who rise up against them. Keep me as the apple 
of Your eye; Hide me under the shadow of Your wings. As for me, I will see Your face in righteousness; I shall be 
satisfied when I awake in Your likeness. 

Psalm 16:1, Psalm 17:1,5-7,15 


. Gleanse me from secret faults. Keep back Your servant also from presumptuous sins; let them not have dominion 


over me. Then I shall be blameless, and I shall be innocent of great transgression. Let the words of my mouth 
and the meditation of my heart be acceptable in Your sight, O Lord, my strength and my redeemer. 
Psalm 19: 12 - 14 


MM y God, My God, have You forsaken me? Why are You so far from helping me and from the words of my 
groaning? Oh my God, I cry in the daytime, and I am not silent at night, turn not Your ears away from me! You 
are holy, Lord, enthroned in the praises among Your people. Our fathers trusted in You; they trusted, and You 
delivered them. They cried to You, and You saved them; they trusted in You and were not ashamed. But I am a 
worm and no man, a reproach of men and despised by the people. All those who see me ridicule me; they cry out 
their lip, and shake their head, saying, “He trusted in the Lord, let Him rescue him; Let Him deliver him since he 
delights in Him!” Don’t ignore me; You are He who took me out of the womb; You made me trust while on my 
mother’s breasts. I have been dependent on You from my birth. From my mother’s womb, You have been my God. 
Be not far from me, for troubles enclose me, and there is none to help. Many bulls surrounded me; the strong 
bulls of the world encircled Me. They gape at me with their mouths like raging and roaring lions. I am poured 
out like water, and all my bones are out of joint; my heart is like wax; it has melted within me. My strength is 
dried up like a potsherd, and my tongue clings to my jaws; They nearly brought me to the dust of death. But You, 
O Lord, do not be far from me; O my Strength, hasten to help me! Deliver me from the sword and my life from 
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the lions’ claws. I beg You, save me from the lion’s mouth and the horns of the wild oxen! You have answered 
me. I| will declare Your name to my brethren and praise You amid the assembly. You who fear the Lord, praise 
Him! All You descendants of Jacob, glorify Him, and fear Him, all the offspring of Israel! For He has not despised 
nor abhorred the affliction of the afflicted; nor has He hidden His face from Him; but when He cried to Him, He 
heard and answered. I will keep praising You in the great assembly and pay my vows before those who fear You. 
The poor shall eat from Your hands and be satisfied. Those who seek You praise You. My heart rejoices in You 
forever! 

Reading of Psalm 22 


F ord, You are my shepherd. You guide me down the right path, to green pastures, by quiet waters, where You 
restore my soul. I trust and am not afraid, even in the darkest valley where death seems all around I trust and am 
not afraid because You comfort me. You prepare me a table, You anoint my head, You fill my cup. I trust and am 
not afraid, because in Your house I| will dwell forever. Lord, You are my shepherd. 

Reading of Psalm 23 


T he Lord’s is the earth and its fullness, the world and all its peoples. It is he who set it on the seas on the waters 
he made it firm. Who shall climb the mountain of the Lord? Who shall stand in his holy place ? The man with 
clean hands and pure heart, who desires not worthless things, who has not sworn so as to deceive his neighbour. 
He shall receive blessings from the Lord and reward from the God who saves him. Such are the men who seek 
him, seek the face of the God of Jacob. 


O gates, lift high Your heads; grow higher, ancient doors. Let him enter, the king of glory Who is the king of 
glory ? The Lord, the mighty, the valiant, the Lord, the valiant in war. O gates, lift high Your heads; grow higher, 
ancient doors. Let him enter the king of glory Who is he, the king of glory ? He, the Lord of armies, he is the 
king of glory. 

Psalm 24 


& xamine me, O Lord, and prove me. Purify my affections and my heart. Gather not my soul with sinners. Redeem 
me, and be merciful unto me. Hear me, O Lord, when I cry with my voice; have mercy, and answer me. Hide not 
Your face far from me; don’t push me away in anger: You have been my help; leave me not, nor forsake me, O 
God of my salvation. Teach me Your way, Lord, and lead me on a straight path to You. 

Psalm 26 (Adopted) 


Y our face, my Beloved, do I seek; hide not Your face from me. Do not turn from me, You who have been my 
refuge. Enfold me in Your strong arms, O Blessed One. Though my father and mother may not understand me, 
You, my Beloved, know me and love me. Teach me to be love, as You are Love; lead me through each fear; hold 
my hand as I walk through valleys of doubt each day, that I may know Your peace. 

Psalm 27 (Adopted), N. C. Merrill, Psalms for praying: An invitation to wholeness, Continuum (2007) pp 43-44. 


FL acknowledged my sin to You, O Lord. I do not cover up my iniquity. To You, I confess my transgressions. For 

I know my transgressions, and my sin is always before me. Direct my footsteps according to Your word; let no sin 

rule over me. Show me, O Lord, my life’s end and the number of my days; let me know how fleeting my life is. 
Psalm 32:5, 54:3, 119:133, 39:4 


Y our mercy, O Lord, is in the heavens; Your faithfulness reaches to the clouds. Your righteousness is like the 
great mountains; Your judgments are a great deep; O Lord, You preserve man and beast. How precious is Your 
lovingkindness, O God! Therefore the children of men put their trust under the shadow of Your wings. They are 
abundantly satisfied with the fullness of Your house, And You give them drink from the river of Your pleasures. 
For with You is the fountain of life; In Your light, we see light. 

Psalm 36: 5 - 9 
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@ ord, do not rebuke me in Your anger, nor discipline me in Your wrath, For Your arrows have pierced me, and 
Your hand has come down on me. Your anger has left no health in my body, and my bones are not whole because 
of my sins which have poured over my head like a burden too heavy to carry. You know all my longings, Lord; 
my sighing is not hidden from You. My heart is throbbing, my strength has failed; the light has faded from my 
eyes. 1 am on the brink of falling, and my pain is always with me. I do indeed confess my guilt, 1 am troubled by 
the thought of my sin. O Lord, do not desert me, my God, do not be far from me; be quick to help me, Lord, my 
savior. 

Psalm 38 


H ear my prayer, O Lord, and give ear to my cry for help; do not be deaf to my weeping. For I am a foreigner 
dwelling with You, a stranger like all my fathers. Turn Your gaze away from me, that I may again be cheered 
before I depart and am no more 

Psalm 39: 11-13 


M y whole being proclaims the name of the Lord and will always praise his greatness. His kindness overwhelms 
me and salves my heart with peace; He has forgiven my sins and healed all my wounds. He saves my life from 
death and leads me with everlasting love and mercy. My Lord is good, perfect and just in all his doings. My God 
is faithful and true; He always does what is right and fair. He has helped me and comforted me. The Lord paves 
my ways and leads my feet on the right path. He protects me and cares for me, as a true father, He keeps me from 
falling. My creator is the Lord, my portion in the living land. He is my past, my present, and my future, made me 
ride on the heights of the land and fed me with the fruit of goodness. My Lord is great, mighty and does miracles. 
There are no limits to his knowledge. His ways are far above my understanding. Praise You, O Most High, who 
does not ignore my prayers or hold back Your love from me. 

Adopted prayer based on Psalms: 9, 31, 66, 86, 103. 


Y our face, my Beloved, do I seek; hide not Your face from me. Do not turn from me, You who have been my 
refuge. Enfold me in Your strong arms, O Blessed One. Though my father and mother may not understand me, 
You, my Beloved, know me and love me. Teach me to love, as You are Love; lead me through each fear; hold my 
hand as I walk through valleys of doubt each day, that I may know Your peace. 

Psalm 27 (Adopted) 


Gi Lord, my rock, do not turn a deaf ear to me. Hear the voice of my supplications when I cry unto You. Blessed 
be the Lord because He has heard the voice of my supplications. The Lord is my strength and my shield. My heart 
trusted in You, and I am helped. Therefore my heart greatly rejoices, and with my song will I praise Him. Save 
Your people, O Lord, and bless Your inheritance. Feed them, and lift them up forever. 

Psalm 28 (Adopted) 


OC give the Lord, you sons of God, give the Lord glory and power; give the Lord the glory of his name. Adore the 
Lord in his holy court. 


The Lord’s voice resounding on the waters, the Lord on the immensity of waters; the voice of the Lord, full of 
power, the voice of the Lord, full of splendor. 


The Lord’s voice shattering the cedars, the Lord shatters the cedars of Lebanon; he makes Lebanon leap like a calf 
and Sirion like a young wild ox. 


The Lord’s voice flashes flames of fire. 


The Lord’s voice shaking the wilderness, the Lord shakes the wilderness of Kadesh; the Lord’s voice rending the 
oak tree and stripping the forest bare. 


The God of glory thunders. In his temple they all cry: Glory! The Lord sat enthroned over the flood; the Lord sits 
as king for ever. 


The Lord will give strength to his people, the Lord will bless his people with peace. 
Psalm 29 
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F will praise You, O Lord, for You lifted me out of the depths and did not let my enemies rejoice over me. O 
Lord, You brought me up from the realm of the dead; You preserved me from among those going down into the 
pit. Until the end of my days, I will praise You, O Lord and give thanks to Your holy name. For Your anger lasts 
but a moment; Your goodwill lasts a lifetime. At nightfall, weeping enters, but at dawn, rejoicing. Hear, O Lord, 
and have pity on me; O Lord, be my helper. You changed my mourning into dancing; O Lord, my God, forever 
will I give You thanks. 

Psalm 30: 1 - 6 


Fn you, O Lord, I take refuge. Let me never be put to shame. In your justice, set me free, hear me and speedily 
rescue me. Be a rock of refuge for me, a mighty stronghold to save me, for you are my rock, my stronghold. For 
your name’s sake, lead me and guide me. Release me from the snares they have hidden for you are my refuge, 
Lord. Into your hands I commend my spirit. It is you who will redeem me, Lord. 

Psalm 31:1-6 


Be gracious to me, O Lord, for I am in distress; my eyes grow weak with sorrow, my soul and my body with 
grief. My life is consumed by anguish and my years by groaning; my strength fails because of my affliction, and 
my bones grow weak. . . . But I trust in You, O Lord; I say, ‘You are my God.’ My times are in Your hands; 
deliver me from my enemies and from those who pursue me. Let Your face shine on Your servant; save me in 
Your unfailing love. 

Psalm 31:9,10,14-16. 


@ ord, do not rebuke me in Your anger or discipline me in Your wrath. For Your arrows have pierced me deeply, 
and Your hand has pressed down on me. There is no soundness in my body because of Your anger; there is no 
rest in my bones because of my sin. For my iniquities have overwhelmed me; they are a burden too heavy to bear. 
My wounds are foul and festering because of my sinful folly. I am bent and brought low; all day long I go about 
mourning. For my loins are full of burning pain, and no soundness remains in my body. I am numb and badly 
crushed; I groan in anguish of heart. O Lord, my every desire is before You; my groaning is not hidden from 
You. My heart pounds, my strength fails, and even the light of my eyes has faded. My beloved and friends shun 
my disease, and my kinsmen stand at a distance. Those who seek my life lay snares; those who wish me harm 
speak destruction, plotting deceit all day long. But like a deaf man, I do not hear; and like a mute man, I do not 
open my mouth. I am like a man who cannot hear, whose mouth offers no reply. I wait for You, O Lord; You will 
answer, O Lord my God. For I said, “Let them not gloat over me— those who taunt me when my foot slips.” For 
I am ready to fall, and my pain is ever with me. Yes, I confess my iniquity; I am troubled by my sin. Many are 
my enemies without cause,a and many hate me without reason.b Those who repay my good with evil attack me 
for pursuing the good. Do not forsake me, O Lord; be not far from me, O my God. Come quickly to help me, O 
Lord, my Savior. 

Psalm 38 


D s the deer pants for the water brooks, so my soul pants for You, O my God, my beloved. My tears have been 
my food day and night, while they say to me, Where is Your God?’ Why are You in despair, O my soul? And why 
have You become disturbed within me? Hope in God, for I shall again praise Him for the help of His presence. 
The Lord will command His lovingkindness in the daytime, and His song will be with me in the night, a prayer to 
the God of my life. 

Psalm 42:1-3,5,8. 


HE ave mercy on me, O God, in Your goodness; in the greatness of Your compassion wipe out my offense. 
Thoroughly wash me from my guilt and of my sin cleanse me. For I acknowledge my offense, and my sin is before 
me always: Against You only have I sinned, and done what is evil in Your sight. A clean heart create for me, O 
God, and a steadfast spirit renew within me. Cast me not out from Your presence, and Your holy spirit take not 
from me. Give me back the joy of Your salvation, and a willing spirit sustain in me. O Lord, open my lips, and 
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my mouth shall proclaim Your praise. 
Psalm 51 Adopted 


OC God, You are my God, for You I long; for You my soul is thirsting. My body pines for You like a dry, weary 
land without water. So I gaze on You in the sanctuary to see Your strength and Your glory. For Your love is better 
than life, my lips will speak Your praise. So I will bless You all my life, in Your name, I will lift my hands. My soul 
shall be filled as with a banquet, my mouth shall praise You with joy. On my bed I remember You. On You, I muse 
through the night for You have been my help; in the shadow of Your wings, I rejoice. My soul clings to You; Your 
right-hand holds me fast. 

Psalm 62 


ZF know that Vou can do all things, and that O God, You are my God, and I long for you. My whole being desires 
you; like a dry, worn-out, and waterless land, my soul is thirsty for you. Let me see You in the sanctuary; let me 
see how mighty and glorious You are. Your constant love is better than life itself, and so I will praise you. I will 
give You thanks as long as I live; I will raise my hands to You in prayer. My soul will feast and be satisfied, and | 
will sing glad songs of praise to you. 

Psalm 63: 1 - 15 


H ear my voice, God, in my complaint; preserve my life from all that is evil; hide me from the tempter’s 
snare, from the scheming wiles of my heart. Evil sharpens its tongue like a sword; aiming bitter words like arrows 
shooting in ambush at the innocent, shooting suddenly, and without fear. Holding fast to its evil purpose; conspiring 
to lay secret snares, thinking — ’Who can see me? Who can search out our crimes?’ But You know well our inmost 
thoughts, the depth of our mind and heart! 

Psalm 64 


Y ou show Your care for the land by sending rain; You make it rich and fertile. Vou fill the streams with water; 
You provide the earth with crops. . . . What a rich harvest Your goodness provides! Wherever You go there is 
plenty. . . . Everything shouts and sings for joy. 

Psalm 65:9, 11, 13 


-S ave me, O God, for the waters have come up to my neck. I have sunk into the miry depths, where there is no 
foothold; I have come into deep waters, swept and engulfed by the flood. I am weary from calling for help; my 
throat is hoarse and parched. My eyes have grown dim looking for my God. More than the hairs of my head are 
those who hate me for no reason; mighty are those who attack me, many are my enemies without cause. What I 
did not steal I am forced to restore. But I pray to You, O Lord, at a time most favorable to you. In Your great love, 
O God, answer me with Your unfailing help. Rescue me, lest I sink in the mire; deliver me from the storm and the 
deep waters. In Your mercy, O Lord, give me a good answer; in Your great compassion, turn to me. Dishonor has 
driven me to despair; I looked for sympathy and there was none, for comforters and there was no one. They gave 
me poison for food and vinegar to drink. May snares be set for them in their banquets and traps in their sacred 
feasts. I will praise the name of God in song; I will glorify him with thanksgiving. Let the lowly witness this and 
be glad. You who seek God, may Your hearts be revived. For the Lord hears the needy and does not despise those 
in captivity. 

Psalm 69 
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P raise be to the Lord God, the God of Israel, who alone does marvellous deeds. Praise be to his glorious name 
for ever; may the whole earth be filled with his glory. 
Psalm 72: 18 - 19 


W rom have I in heaven but you? And there is nothing upon earth that I desire besides you. My flesh and my 
heart may fail, but God is the strength of my heart and my portion for ever. 
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Psalm 73: 25 - 26 


Turn Your ear, O Lord, and give answer for I am poor and needy. Preserve my life, for | am faithful; save the 
servant who trusts in You. You are my God, have mercy on me, Lord, for I cry to You all the day long. Give joy to 
Your servant, O Lord, for to You, I lift up my soul. O Lord, You are good and forgiving, full of love to all who call. 
Give heed, O Lord, to my prayer and attend to the sound of my voice. I will praise You, Lord my God, with all my 
heart and glorify Your name forever; for Your love to me has been great: You have saved me from the depths of 
the grave. 

Psalm 85 


T here is none like You among the gods, O Lord, nor are there any works like Yours. All the nations You have 
made shall come and worship before You, O Lord, and shall glorify Your name. For You are great and do wondrous 
things; You alone are God. Teach me Your way, O Lord, that I may walk in Your truth; unite my heart to fear Your 
name. I give thanks to You, O Lord my God, with my whole heart, and I will glorify Your name forever. For great 
is Your steadfast love toward me; You have delivered my soul from the depths of Sheol. 

Psalm 86: 8 - 13 


OC Lord, God of my salvation, I cry out to you by day. I come to you at night. Now hear my prayer; listen to my 
cry. For my life is full of troubles, and death draws near. I am as good as dead, like a strong man with no strength 
left. They have left me among the dead, and I lie like a corpse in a grave. I am forgotten, cut off from your care. 
You have thrown me into the lowest pit, into the darkest depths. 

Psalm 88 


Gi Lord, the God who saves me, day and night I cry out before You. May my prayer come before You; turn Your 
ear to my cry. For my soul is full of trouble and my life draws near the grave. I am counted among those who 
go down to the pit; I am like a man without strength. I am set apart with the dead, like the slain who lie in the 
grave, whom You remember no more, who are cut off from Your care. You have put me in the lowest pit, in the 
darkest depths. Your wrath lies heavily up on me; You have overwhelmed me with all Your waves. You have set 
me far from my closest friends and have made me repulsive to them. I am confined and cannot escape; my eyes 
are dim with grief. I call to You, O Lord, every day; I spread out my hands to You. Do You show Your wonders to 
the dead? Do those who are dead rise up and praise You? Is Your love declared in the grave, Your faithfulness in 
destruction? Are Your wonders known in the place of darkness, or Your righteous deeds in the land of oblivion? 
But I cry to You for help O Lord; in the morning my prayers come before You. Why O Lord do You reject me and 
hide Your face from me? From my Youth, I have been afflicted and close to death; I have suffered Your terrors 
and am in despair. Your wrath has swept over me; Your terrors have destroyed me. All day long, they surround 
me like a flood; they have completely engulfed me. You have taken my companions and loved ones from me; the 
darkness is my closest friend. 

Psalm 88 (adopted) 


G od of my salvation, I cry out by day, by night in Your presence. Let my prayer come in before You, incline Your 
ear to my ringing cry! My self is full of troubles. My life is on the brink of the land of the dead. I am considered 
with those going down to the Pit. I am like a strongman for whom there is no help. With the dead, released; like 
the slain grave-dwellers Whom You no longer remember, cut off from Your hand. You put me in the bottom of 
the Pit, in dark places, in the deeps. Your rage lies heavy on us; You overwhelm me with all Your breakers. 

Psalm 88 - Levey Marie Therese, Psalms of suffering, St. Paul publications, Liturgical press (1991) 


Y our throne is established from of old; you are from everlasting. Your decrees are very trustworthy; holiness 
befits your house, O Lord, forevermore. 
Psalm 93:1-2, 5 
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On, sing to the Lord a new song! Sing to the Lord, all the earth. Sing to the Lord, bless His name; Proclaim 
the good news of His salvation from day to day. Declare His glory among the nations, His wonders among all 
peoples. For the Lord is great and greatly to be praised; He is to be feared above all gods. For all the gods of the 
peoples are idols, But the Lord made the heavens. Honor and majesty are beforeHim; Strength and beauty are in 
His sanctuary. 

Psalm 96:1-6 


T he Lord reigns; Let the peoples tremble! He dwells between the cherubim; Let the earth be moved! The Lord 
is great in Zion, and He is high above all the peoples. Let them praise Your great and awesome name - He is holy. 
Exalt the Lord our God, and worship at His footstool - He is holy. Exalt the Lord our God, and worship at His holy 
hill; for the Lord our God is holy. 

Psalm 99: 1-3, 5, 9 


Fn the beginning You laid the foundations of the earth, and the heavens are the work of Your hands. They will 
perish, but You remain; they will all wear out like a garment. Like clothing You will change them and they will be 
discarded. But You remain the same, and Your years will never end. 

Psalm 102 


Let all that I am praise the Lord; with my whole heart, I will praise his holy name. Let all that I am praise the 
Lord; may I never forget the good things he does for me. He forgives all my sins and heals all my diseases. He 
redeems me from death and crowns me with love and tender mercies. He fi Ils my life with good things. My 
youth is renewed like the eagle’s! 

Psalm 103 


TL ord my God, how great You are! You are glorious and majestic, dressed in royal robes and surrounded by light. 
You spread out the sky like a tent. You laid the beams of Your palace on the water. The clouds are Your chariot 
with the wind as its wings. The winds are Your messengers, and flames of fire are Your servants. You established 
the earth on its foundations, and it will never be shaken. You covered the earth with the water that rose above the 
mountains. But at Your rebuke they ran away; they fled in fear at the sound of Your thunder. They flowed over 
the mountains, streaming down the valleys to the place You established for them. You set a boundary they cannot 
cross so they'll never again cover the earth. You created the moon to mark the seasons, and the sun knows when 
to set. Lord, by Your wisdom You made so many things; The earth is full of Your creations! All of these depend 
on You to provide them with food, and You feed each one with Your own hand until they are full. If You hide Your 
face, they vanish; if You hold back their breath, they perish and return to dust. If You send out Your breath, they 
are re-created, and You renew the life to them all. May Your glory last forever and that You will be pleased with 
what You have done. I will sing to You, Lord, as long as I live; I will sing praises to You while I’m still alive. 

Psalm 104 (adopted) 


AT, 


48. 


Cut of the depths I cry to you, O Lord, Lord, hear my voice! O let your ears be attentive to the voice of my 
pleading If you, O Lord, should mark our guilt, Lord, who would survive? But with you is found forgiveness: for 
this we revere you. My soul is waiting for the Lord, I count on his word. My soul is longing for the Lord more 
than watchman for daybreak. Let the watchman count on daybreak and Israel on the Lord. Because with the Lord 
there is mercy and fullness of redemption, Israel indeed he will redeem from all its iniquity. 

Psalm 130 


Cut of deep anguish I cry to You, Lord; Lord, can You hear me? To the groaning of my prayers please carefully 
listen. If You, Lord, keep a record of sins, then none of me dare face you. But in You we find forgiveness, therefore 
we can adore you. I wait, with all my soul I want, and hope for the word I need. With all my soul I long for my 
Lord, more than night-watchmen waiting for dawn. Like the weary looking for sunrise, let all God’s people wait in 
hope. For with the Lord there is pure love, with him is abundant liberty. He alone can set me free from all our 
sins. 


49, 
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Bruce Prewer (version of Psalm 130) 


@ \ord, You have searched me and known me. You know when I sit and when I rise; You understand my thoughts 
from afar. You search out my path and my lying down; You are aware of all my ways. Even before a word is on 
my tongue, You know all about it, O Lord. You hem me in behind and before; You have laid Your hand upon me. 
Such knowledge is too wonderful for me, too lofty for me to attain. Where can I go to escape Your Spirit? Where 
can I flee from Your presence? If I ascend to the heavens, You are there; if I make my bed in Sheol, You are there. 
If I rise on the wings of the dawn, if I settle by the farthest sea, even there, Your hand will guide me; Your right 
hand will hold me fast. If I say, “Surely the darkness will hide me, and the light become night around me” - even 
the darkness is not dark to You, but the night shines like the day, for darkness is as light to You. For You formed 
my inmost being; You knit me together in my mother’s womb. I praise You, for I am fearfully and wonderfully 
made. Marvelous are Your works, and I know this very well. My frame was not hidden from You when I was 
made in secret when I was woven together in the depths of the earth. Your eyes saw my unformed body; all my 
days were written in Your book and ordained for me before one of them came to be. How precious to me are Your 
thoughts, O God, how vast is their sum! If I were to count them, they would outnumber the grains of sand; and 
when I awake, I am still with You. O God, that You would slay the wicked - away from me, You blood thirsty men 
- who speak of You deceitfully; Your enemies take Your name in vain. Do I not hate those who hate You, O Lord, 
and detest those who rise against You? I hate them with perfect hatred; I count them as my enemies. Search me, 
O God, and know my heart; test me and know my concerns. See if there is any offensive way in me; lead me in 
the way everlasting 

Psalm 139 


C Lord, I call to You, come to me quickly, hear my voice when I call to You. May my prayer be like incense rising 
before You, my uplifted hands like the evening sacrifice. O Lord, mount a guard on my mouth; keep watch on the 
door of my lips. Let not my heart be inclined to do evil, to join in the deeds of the wicked. 1 shall not share in 
their delights! Let the good person strike or rebuke me in kindness, my prayer is constantly against wicked deeds. 
Their rulers will end being cast from the rocks, then the wicked will know that my words were well spoken. They 
will say: Tike the plough breaking up the earth, our bones are all strewn at the mouth of the grave.’ But my eyes 
are turned towards You, Lord; You are my refuge, do not leave me to die. 

Psalm 141 - Levey Marie Therese, Psalms of suffering, St. Paul publications, The liturgical press (1991). 


gL cry out loud to You, Lord, I cry aloud to You for mercy. I pour out my worries before You, I declare my troubles 
to Your face. When my spirit is faint within me, You are there to guide my steps. In the path where I walk they 
have hidden a trap for me. Look to my right and see! There is no friend concerned for me. I have no way of 
escape, and no one cares for my life. Lord, I cry to You, saying: "You are my refuge, my share of the land of the 
living/ Lord, listen to my cry, for I am brought very low. Save me from those who trouble me, from those who 
are too strong for me. Set me free from prison, so that I may praise Your name. Then the just will gather around 
me, because You give me my due reward. 

Psalm 142- Levey Marie Therese, Psalms of suffering, St. Paul publications, The liturgical press (1991). 


A nswer me quickly, O Lord; my spirit faints with longing. Do not hide Your face from me or | will be like those 
who go down to the pit. Let the morning bring me word of Your unfailing love, for I have put my trust in you. 
Show me the way I should go, for to You I lift up my soul. 

Psalm 143: 7 -8 


Alessed are You, O Radiant One, You, who are hidden within our hearts, Even as we are hidden within Your 
heart! You invite me to participate in the Divine Unfoldment, As we awaken from our long sleep and give birth to 
creativity. Open me that we might recognize the Divine in every person, And become sensitive to all we meet along 
the path. For You are the Breathing Life of all, the infinite and eternal within Our hearts. Evoke the Child in our 
souls, that purity and grace might flourish! Inflame me with compassion so we nurture ourselves and others with 
healing and forgiveness! Empower me with wisdom and knowledge, that we might bring forth the Divine Plan! 
And let me recognize the Truth that clear vision might unfold. You who are Divine Love, receive our devotion, 
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that we may walk in beauty. May our heart’s ears heed well the Divine Word written on every heart, That integrity 
and justice may dwell within me. Let each one be receptive to the Spirit that inspires, Allowing our will to respond 
with action; And may all judgments and denials be released, That our souls are freed to serve the Light with joy! 
Gratitude and inner peace will abide in every tranquil soul, Blessing the universe that lovingly cares for me. 

Psalm 144 (adopted) 


Alessed are You, O Radiant One, You, who are hidden within our hearts, Even as we are hidden within Your 
heart! You invite me to participate in the Divine Unfoldment, As we awaken from our long sleep and give birth to 
creativity. Open me that we might recognize the Divine in every person, And become sensitive to all we meet along 
the path. For You are the Breathing Life of all, the infinite and eternal within Our hearts. Evoke the Child in our 
souls, that purity and grace might flourish! Inflame me with compassion so we nurture ourselves and others with 
healing and forgiveness! Empower me with wisdom and knowledge, that we might bring forth the Divine Plan! 
And let me recognize the Truth that clear vision might unfold. You who are Divine Love, receive our devotion, 
that we may walk in beauty. May our heart’s ears heed well the Divine Word written on every heart, That integrity 
and justice may dwell within me. Let each one be receptive to the Spirit that inspires, Allowing our will to respond 
with action; And may all judgments and denials be released, That our souls are freed to serve the Light with joy! 
Gratitude and inner peace will abide in every tranquil soul, Blessing the universe that lovingly cares for me. 

Psalm 144 (adopted) 


SF will exalt You, my God the King; I will praise Your name forever and ever. Every day I will praise You and extol 
Your name forever and ever. Great is the Lord and most worthy of praise; his greatness no one can fathom. One 
generation commends Your works to another; they tell of Your mighty acts. They speak of the glorious Splendour 
of Your majesty - and I will meditate on Your wonderful works. They tell of the power of Your awesome works - and 
I will proclaim Your great deeds. They celebrate Your abundant goodness and joyfully sing of Your righteousness. 
The Lord is gracious and compassionate, slow to anger and rich in love. The Lord is good to all; he has compassion 
for all he has made. All Your works praise You, Lord; Your faithful people extol you. They tell of the glory of Your 
kingdom and speak of Your might so that all people may know of Your mighty acts and the glorious Splendour 
of Your kingdom. Your kingdom is an everlasting kingdom, and Your dominion endures through all generations. 
The Lord is trusted in all he promises and faithful in all he does. The Lord upholds all who fall and lifts all who 
are bowed down. The eyes of all look to You, and You give them their food at the proper time. You open Your hand 
and satisfy the desires of every living thing. The Lord is righteous in all his ways and faithful in all he does. The 
Lord is near to all who call on him, to all who call on him in truth. He fulfils the desires of those who fear him; 
he hears their cry and saves them. The Lord watches over all who love him, but all the wicked he will destroy. 
My mouth will speak in praise of the Lord. Let every creature praise his holy name forever and ever. 

Psalm 145 


M y soul proclaims the greatness of the Lord; my spirit rejoices in God my savior. For he has looked with favor 
on his lowly servant. From this day all generations will call me blessed: the Almighty has done great things for 
me, and holy is his name. He has mercy on those who fear him In every generation. He has shown the strength 
of his arm, He has scattered the proud in their conceit. He has cast down the mighty from their thrones and has 
lifted up the lowly. He has filled the hungry with good things and the rich he has sent away empty. He has come to 
the help of his servant, Israel, for he has remembered his promise of mercy the promise he made to our fathers, 
to Abraham and his children forever. 

Luke 1:46-55 


Alessed is the Lord God of Israel, For He has visited and redeemed His people, And has raised up a horn of 
salvation for us in the house of His servant David, As He spoke by the mouth of His holy prophets, Who have 
been since the world began, That we should be saved from our enemies And from the hand of all who hate us, To 
perform the mercy promised to our fathers And to remember His holy covenant, The oath which He swore to our 
father Abraham: To grant us that we, Being delivered from the hand of our enemies, Might serve Him without 
fear, In holiness and righteousness before Him all the days of our life. And You, child, will be called the prophet 
of the Highest; For You will go before the face of the Lord to prepare His ways, To give knowledge of salvation to 
His people By the remission of their sins, Through the tender mercy of our God, With which the Dayspring from 
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on high has visited us; To give light to those who sit in darkness and the shadow of death, To guide our feet into 
the way of peace." 
Luke 1: 68 - 79 


Gory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, goodwill toward men! 
Luke 2: 14 


ng ord, now You are letting Your servant depart in peace, according to Your word; for my eyes have seen Your 
salvation which You have prepared before the face of all peoples, a light to bring revelation to the Gentiles, and 
the glory of Your people Israel. 

Luke 2: 27 - 32 


BD bra, Father, everything is possible for you. Take this cup from me. Yet not what I will, but what you will. 
Mark 14: 36 


On, the depth of the riches of the wisdom and knowledge of God! How unsearchable his judgments, and his paths 
beyond tracing out! “Who has known the mind of the Lord? Or who has been his counsellor?” “Who has ever 
given to God, that God should repay him?” For from him and through him and to him are all things. To him be 
the glory for ever! 

Romans 11: 33 - 36 


Dear God, “It is no longer I who live, but it is Christ who lives in me. And the life I now live in the flesh I live 
by faith in the Son of God, who loved me and gave himself for me.” 
Galatians 2:20 


Bs knee before You, Father. Before whom every family in heaven and on earth derives its name. I pray that, 
according to the riches of Your glory, You may grant that I may be strengthened in my inner being with power 
through Your Spirit, and that Christ may dwell in my heart through faith, as I am being rooted and grounded in 
love. I pray that I may have the power to comprehend, with all the saints, what is the breadth and length and 
height and depth, and to know the love of Christ that surpasses knowledge, so that I may be filled with all the 
fullness of God. 

Ephesians 3: 14 - 19 


T 9 the King eternal, immortal, invisible, to God who alone is wise, be honor and glory forever and ever. Amen. 
1 Timothy 1: 17 


T » God our Savior, Who alone is wise, Be glory and majesty, Dominion and power, Both now and forever. Amen. 
Jude 25 


TJ 9 Him who loved us and washed us from our sins in His own blood, and has made us kings and priests to His 
God and Father, to Him be glory and dominion forever and ever. Amen. 
Revelation 1: 5-6 


KH oly, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty, Who was and is and is to come! You are worthy, O Lord, To receive glory 
and honor and power; For You created all things, And by Your will they exist and were created. 
Revelation 4: 8, 11 
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. Y ou are worthy to take the scroll, and to open its seals; for You were slain, and have redeemed us to God by 
Your blood out of every tribe and tongue and people and nation, and have made us kings and priests to our God; 
and we shall reign on the earth. Worthy is the Lamb who was slain to receive power and riches and wisdom, and 
strength and honor and glory and blessing! Blessing and honor and glory and power be to Him who sits on the 
throne, and to the Lamb, forever and ever! Amen 

Revelation 5: 9-10, 12, 13 


W give You thanks, O Lord God Almighty, the One who is and who was and who is to come, because You have 
taken Your great power and reigned. The nations were angry, and Your wrath has come, and the time of the dead, 
that they should be judged, and that You should reward Your servants the prophets and the saints, and those who 
fear Your name, small and great, and should destroy those who destroy the earth. 

Revelation 11: 16-19 


G reat and marvelous are Your works, Lord God Almighty! Just and true are Your ways, O King of the saints! Who 
shall not fear You, O Lord, and glorify Your name? For You alone are holy. For all nations shall come and worship 
before You, For Your judgments have been manifested. 

Revelation 15: 3-4 


Y ou are righteous, O Lord, the One who is and who was and who is to be, because You have judged these things. 
For they have shed the blood of saints and prophets, and You have given them blood to drink. For it is their just 
due. Even so, Lord God Almighty, true and righteous are Your judgments. 

Revelation 16: 5-7 


@ Neluia! Salvation and glory and honor and power belong to the Lord our God! For true and righteous are 
His judgments, because He has judged the great harlot who corrupted the earth with her fornication; and He has 
avenged on her the blood of His servants shed by her. Amen! Alleluia! Praise our God, all You His servants and 
those who fear Him, both small and great! Alleluia! For the Lord God Omnipotent reigns! Let us be glad and 
rejoice and give Him glory, for the marriage of the Lamb has come, and His wife has made herself ready. And to 
her it was granted to be arrayed in fine linen, clean and bright, for the fine linen is the righteous acts of the saints. 

Revelation 19: 1-8 


C Lord, You are my God. | will exalt You, I will praise Your name, for You have done wonderful things. 
Isaiah 25: 1 


T here is none like you, O Lord; you are great, and your name is great in might.Who would not fear you, O King 
of the nations? For this is your due; for among all the wise ones of the nations and in all their kingdoms there is 
none like you. 

Jeremiah 10:6-7 


P raise be to Your name, O God, forever and ever; wisdom and might are Yours. You change times and seasons; 
You set up kings and depose kings; You give wisdom to the wise and knowledge to those who understand. You 
reveal deep and hidden things; You know what is in the darkness, and light dwells with Him. I thank You and 
praise You, O God of my fathers. 

Daniel 2: 20 - 23 (Adopted) 


TF he Lord is my rock and my fortress and my deliverer; My God, my rock, in whom I take refuge, My shield 
and the horn of my salvation, my stronghold and my refuge; My savior, You save me from violence. 
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2 Samuel 22:2-4, Psalm 18:2 


On give thanks to the Lord, call upon His name; Make known His deeds among the peoples. Sing to Him, sing 
praises to Him; Speak of all His wonders. Glory in His holy name; Let the heart of those who seek the Lord be 
glad. Seek the Lord and His strength; Seek His face continually. Remember His wonderful deeds which He has 
done, His marvels and the judgments from His mouth, O seed of Israel His servant, Sons of Jacob, His chosen ones! 
He is the Lord our God; His judgments are in all the earth. Remember His covenant forever, The word which He 
commanded to a thousand generations, The covenant which He made with Abraham, And His oath to Isaac. He 
also confirmed it to Jacob for a statute, To Israel as an everlasting covenant, Saying, ‘To You I will give the land 
of Canaan, As the portion of Your inheritance.’ When they were only a few in number, Very few, and strangers 
in it, And they wandered about from nation to nation, And from one kingdom to another people, He permitted no 
man to oppress them, And He reproved kings for their sakes, saying, ‘Do not touch My anointed ones, And do My 
prophets no harm.’ Sing to the Lord, all the earth; Proclaim good tidings of His salvation from day to day. Tell of 
His glory among the nations, His wonderful deeds among all the peoples. For great is the Lord, and greatly to be 
praised; He also is to be feared above all gods. For all the gods of the peoples are idols, But the Lord made the 
heavens. Splendor and majesty are before Him, Strength and joy are in His place. Ascribe to the Lord, O families 
of the peoples, Ascribe to the Lord glory and strength. Ascribe to the Lord the glory due His name; Bring an 
offering, and come before Him; Worship the Lord in holy array. Tremble before Him, all the earth; Indeed, the 
world is firmly established, it will not be moved. Let the heavens be glad, and let the earth rejoice; And let them 
say among the nations, ‘The Lord reigns.’ Let the sea roar, and all it contains; Let the field exult, and all that is in it. 
Then the trees of the forest will sing for joy before the Lord; For He is coming to judge the earth. O give thanks 
to the Lord, for He is good; For His lovingkindness is everlasting. Then say, “Save us, O God of our salvation, And 
gather us and deliver us from the nations, To give thanks to Your holy name, And glory in Your praise.”Blessed 
be the Lord, the God of Israel, From everlasting even to everlasting. Then all the people said, ‘Amen,’ and praised 
the Lord. 

1 Chronicles 16:34 


IF am the man who has seen affliction by the rod of His wrath. He has led me and made me walk in darkness 
and not in light. Surely, He has turned His hand against me time and time again throughout the day. He has aged 
my flesh and my skin and broken my bones. He has besieged me and surrounded me with bitterness and woe. He 
has set me in dark places like the dead of long ago. He has hedged me in so that I cannot get out; He has made 
my chain heavy. Even when I cry and shout, He shuts out my prayer. He has blocked my ways with hewn stone; 
He has made my paths crooked. He has been to me a bear lying in wait, like a lion in ambush. He has turned 
aside my ways and torn me in pieces; He has made me desolate. He has bent His bow and set me up as a target 
for the arrow. He has caused the arrows of His quiver to pierce my kidneys. I have become the ridicule of all my 
people - Their taunting song all the day. He has filled me with bitterness, He has made me drink wormwood. He 
has also broken my teeth with gravel and covered me with ashes. You have moved my soul far from peace; I have 
forgotten prosperity. And I said, “My strength and my hope have perished from the Lord.” Remember my affliction 
and roaming, the wormwood and the bitterness. My soul still remembers and sinks within me. This I recall to 
my mind; therefore, I have hope. Through the Lord’s mercies, we are not consumed because His compassions fail 
not. They are new every morning; great is Your faithfulness. “The Lord is my portion,” says my soul, “Therefore | 
hope in Him!” The Lord is good to those who wait for Him, to the soul who seeks Him. It is good that one should 
hope and wait quietly for the salvation of the Lord. It is good for a man to bear the yoke in his youth. Let him 
sit alone and keep silent, because God has laid it on him; Let him put his mouth in the dust - There may yet be 
hope. Let him give his cheek to the one who strikes him and be full of reproach, for the Lord will not cast off 
forever. Though He causes grief, yet He will show compassion according to the multitude of His mercies for He 
does not afflict willingly nor grieve the children of men. To crush under one’s feet all the prisoners of the earth, 
to turn aside the justice due a man before the face of the Most High, or subvert a man in his cause - the Lord does 
not approve. Who is he who speaks, and it comes to pass when the Lord has not commanded it? Is it not from 
the mouth of the Most High that woe and well-being proceed? Why should a living man complain, a man, for 
the punishment of his sins? Let me search out and examine our ways and turn back to the Lord; Let me lift our 
hearts and hands to God in heaven. We have transgressed and rebelled; You have not pardoned. You have covered 
Yourself with anger and pursued me; You have slain and not pitied. You have covered Yourself with a cloud; that 
prayer should not pass through. You have made me an offscouring and refuse in the midst of the people. All our 
enemies have opened their mouths against me. Fear and a snare have come upon me, desolation and destruction. 
My eyes overflow with rivers of water for the destruction of the daughter of my people. My eyes flow and do not 
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cease, without interruption, till the Lord from heaven looks down and sees. My eyes bring suffering to my soul 
Because of all the daughters of my city. My enemies, without cause, hunted me down like a bird. They silenced 
my life in the pit and threw stones at me. The waters flowed over my head; | said, “I am cut off!” I called on Your 
name, O Lord, from the lowest pit. You have heard my voice: “Do not hide Your ear from my sighing, from my 
cry for help.” You drew near on the day I called on You, and You said, "Do not fear!” O Lord, You have pleaded 
the case for my soul; You have redeemed my life. 


Lamentations 3 (New King James Version) 


79. W ven I was in trouble, O Lord, I prayed to You, and You listened to me. From the belly of Sheol, I called for 
help, and You answered my prayer. You cast me into the deep into the heart of the sea. The water was churning all 
around; I was completely covered by Your mighty waves. I thought I was swept away from Your sight, never again 
to see Your holy temple. I was almost drowned by the swirling waters that surrounded me. Seaweed had wrapped 
around my head. I had sunk down deep below the mountains beneath the sea. I knew that forever, I would be a 
prisoner there. But, You, Lord God, rescued me from that pit. When my life was slipping away, I remembered You 
- and in Your holy temple You heard my prayer. 

Jonah 2: 2-7 

80. Bless the Lord, all You works of the Lord; 
Bless the Lord, You heavens; 
Bless the Lord, You angels of the Lord; 
Bless the Lord, all You waters above the heavens; 
sing praise to him and highly exalt him forever. 

Bless the Lord, all You powers of the Lord; 
Bless the Lord, sun and moon; 
Bless the Lord, stars of heaven; 
Bless the Lord, all rain and dew; 
Bless the Lord, all You winds; 
Bless the Lord, fire and heat; 
Bless the Lord, winter cold and summer heat; 
Bless the Lord, dews and falling snow; 
Bless the Lord, ice and cold; 
Bless the Lord, frosts and snows; 
Bless the Lord, nights and days; 
Bless the Lord, light and darkness; 
Bless the Lord, lightnings and clouds; 
let it sing praise to him and highly exalt him forever. 
Bless the Lord, mountains and hills; 
Bless the Lord, all that grows in the ground; 
Bless the Lord, seas and rivers; 
Bless the Lord, You whales and all that swim in the waters; 
Bless the Lord, all birds of the air; 
Bless the Lord, all wild animals and cattle; 
Bless the Lord, all people on earth; 
Bless the Lord, O people of God; 
Bless the Lord, You priests of the Lord; 
Bless the Lord, You servants of the Lord; 
Bless the Lord, spirits and souls of the righteous; 
Bless the Lord, You who are holy and humble in heart; 
sing praise fo him and highly exalt him forever. 

A canticle from the book of Daniel in the Apocrypha. Daniel 3: 57 - 87 

81. G od, hear the prayers and petitions of Your servant. I beg You, Lord, to look favourably on the wreckage of my 


life. It is not because I am worthy that I ask You, but because You have shown me such gracious mercy. Listen, 
Lord! I ask You to forgive me! Listen, Lord, and act! I implore You, my God, not to delay. 
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Daniel 9: 17 - 19 (Adopted) 


82. 


83. 
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fF am too ashamed and embarrassed to lift my face to You, my Lord. My iniquities have increased until they rise 
away above my head, and my guilt has reached the heavens. From the moment I was conceived in my mother’s 
womb until now, my guilt has been great. Because of my iniquities, | have been handed over to my enemies and 
subjected to captivity, pillage and disgrace. O Lord, You are righteous. I come before You in guilt. Please don’t 
reject me standing in Your presence. 

Ezra 9: 6 - 7 (Adopted) 


W vat is man, that You should exalt him, that You should set Your heart on him, that You should visit him every 
morning, and test him every moment? How long? Will You not look away from me, And let me alone till I swallow 
my saliva? Have I sinned? What have I done to You, O watcher of men? Why have You set me as Your target so 
that I am a burden to myself? Why, then, do You not pardon my transgression and take away my iniquity? For 
now, I will lie down in the dust, and You will seek me diligently, but I will no longer be. 

Job 7: 17-24 


F know that You can do all things, and that no purpose of Yours can be thwarted. ‘Who is this that hides counsel 
without knowledge?" Therefore I have declared that which ‘I did not understand, things too wonderful for me, 
which I did not know. Hear, now, and I will speak; I will ask You, and You instruct me.’ “I have heard of You 
by the hearing of the ear; but now my eye sees You; therefore, I retract, and I repent in dust and ashes.” 

Job 42:1-6 


Y on are the beginning and the end of my life revelation 2213; my comfort isin 121, My everything » Peter 15. 
You are my deliverer psamiu2 and my only desire tsaian 268. 
You are my defender psam1s:1 and my defence psam 18:14. 
Throughout my life, You have been my father tsaich os and my God Hosea 2:23. 
You are my king Psalm 444 and my glory Psalm 3:3. 
You are my guiding light Isaiah 48:17 and my Healer Exodus 15:26. 
My Help Hebrews 13:6 and my Hope Psalm 25:5 come from You. 
You are my Hiding Place Psalm 32:7 and my Joy Isaiah 61:10. 
You are my Keeper Psalm 121:5 and my Fortress Psalm 18:2. 
You are my Lamp 2 Samuel 22:29 and my Light Micah 7:8. 
You are my Life Deuteronomy 30:20 and my Love Psalm 18:1. 
You are my Salvation Psalm 27:1 and my Song Psalm 15:2. 
You are my Strength Exodus 15:2 and my Victory 1 Corinthians 15:55. 
You are my Shepherd Psalm 23:1 and my Saviour 2 Samuel 22:3. 
You are my Satisfaction Philippians 4:19 and my Security Jeremiah 46:27. 
You are my Shield Exodus 15:2 and my Protector Psalm 32:7. 
You are my Portion Psalm 11957 and my Potter Isaiah 64: 8. 
You are my Peace John 14:27 and my Refuge Psalm 31:4. 
You are my Redeemer Isaiah 63:16 and my Reality 1 John 5:13-15. 
You are my Rest Psalm 62:5 and my Rock Psalm 18:2. 
You are my Truth John 14:6 and my Trust Proverbs 3:5. 
Holy Bible 


less the Lord, all You works of the Lord; Praise and exalt him above all forever. Bless the Lord, You heavens; 
Bless the Lord, You angels of the Lord; Bless the Lord, all You waters above the heavens; sing praise to him and 
highly exalt him forever. Bless the Lord, sun and moon; Bless the Lord, stars of heaven; Bless the Lord, all rain 
and dew; Bless the Lord, all You winds; Bless the Lord, fire and heat; Bless the Lord, winter cold and summer heat; 
Bless the Lord, dews and falling snow; Bless the Lord, ice and cold; Bless the Lord, frosts and snows; Bless the 
Lord, nights and days; Bless the Lord, light and darkness; Bless the Lord, lightning and clouds; Let the earth bless 
the Lord; Let it sing praise to him and highly exalt him forever. Bless the Lord, mountains and hills; Bless the 
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Lord, all that grows in the ground; Bless the Lord, seas and rivers; Bless the Lord, You whales and all that swim in 
the waters; Bless the Lord, all birds of the air; Bless the Lord, all wild animals and cattle; Bless the Lord, all people 
on earth; Bless the Lord, O people of God; Bless the Lord, You priests of the Lord; Bless the Lord, You servants of 
the Lord; Bless the Lord, spirits and souls of the righteous; Bless the Lord, You who are holy and humble in heart; 
sing praise to him and highly exalt him forever. 

Canticle of the Three Youths 


87. 
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92. 


C ord, | will praise You; Though You were angry with me, Your anger is turned away, and You comfort me. 
Behold, God is my salvation, I will trust and not be afraid; For Yah, the Lord, is my strength and song; He also has 
become my salvation.’ 

Isaiah 12: 1 - 2 


. @ Word, You are my God. I will exalt You, I will praise Your name, For You have done wonderful things; Your 


counsels of old are faithfulness and truth. For You have made a city a ruin, A fortified city a ruin, A palace of 
foreigners to be a city no more; It will never be rebuilt. Therefore the strong people will glorify You; The city of 
the terrible nations will fear You. For You have been a strength to the poor, A strength to the needy in his distress, 
A refuge from the storm, A shade from the heat; For the blast of the terrible ones is as a storm against the wall. 
You will reduce the noise of aliens, As heat in a dry place; As heat in the shadow of a cloud, The song of the terrible 
ones will be diminished. 

Isaiah 25: 1-5 


L et the wilderness and the thirsty land be glad, let the desert rejoice and burst into flower. Let it flower with 
fields of asphodel, let it rejoice and shout for joy. The glory of Lebanon is given to it, the splendour too of Carmel 
and Sharon; these shall see the glory of the Lord, the splendour of our God. Strengthen the feeble arms, steady 
the tottering knees; say to the anxious, Be strong and fear not. See, Your God comes with vengeance, with dread 
retribution he comes to save you. Then shall blind men’s eyes be opened, and the ears of the deaf be unstopped. 
Then shall the lame man leap like a deer, and the tongue of the dumb shout aloud; for water springs up in the 
wilderness, and torrents flow in dry land. 

Isaiah 35: 1-7 


W bo is a God like You, pardoning the sin and overlooking the crimes of the remnant of his heritage? He does 
not retain his anger forever, because he delights in grace. He will again have compassion on me, he will subdue 
our iniquities. You will throw all their sins into the depths of the sea. 

Complete Jewish Bible, Micah 7:18-19, 13 


M y heart exults in the Lord; my horn is exalted in the Lord. My mouth derides my enemies, because I rejoice 
in Your salvation. There is none holy like the Lord: for there is none besides you; there is no rock like our God. 
Talk no more so very proudly, let not arrogance come from Your mouth; for the Lord is a God of knowledge, and 
by him actions are weighed. The bows of the mighty are broken, but the feeble bind on strength. Those who 
were full have hired themselves out for bread, but those who were hungry have ceased to hunger. The barren has 
borne seven, but she who has many children is forlorn. The Lord kills and brings to life; he brings down to Sheol 
and raises up. The Lord makes poor and makes rich; he brings low and he exalts. He raises up the poor from 
the dust; he lifts the needy from the ash heap to make them sit with princes and inherit a seat of honor. For the 
pillars of the earth are the Lord’s, and on them he has set the world. “He will guard the feet of his faithful ones, 
but the wicked shall be cut off in darkness, for not by might shall a man prevail. The adversaries of the Lord shall 
be broken to pieces; against them he will thunder in heaven. The Lord will judge the ends of the earth; he will 
give strength to his king and exalt the horn of his anointed.” 

The prayer of Hannah, 1 Samuel 2:1-10 


L ord, I have heard of Your fame; I stand in awe of Your deeds, O Lord. Renew them in our day, in our time 
make them known; in wrath remember mercy... yet I will rejoice in the Lord, I will be joyful in God my Savior. 
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The Sovereign Lord is my strength; he makes my feet like the feet of a deer, he enables me to go on the heights. 
Habakkuk 3: 2, 18-19 


C Lord, God of heaven, the great and awesome God, who keeps his covenant of love with those who love him 
and obey his commands, let Your ear be attentive and Your eyes open to hear the prayer Your servant is praying 
before You day and night for Your servants, the people of Israel. I confess the sins we Israelites, including myself 
and my father’s house, have committed against you. We have acted very wickedly toward you. We have not obeyed 
the commands, decrees and laws You gave Your servant Moses. "Remember the instruction You gave Your servant 
Moses, saying, ‘If You are unfaithful, I will scatter You among the nations, but if You return to me and obey my 
commands, then even if Your exiled people are at the farthest horizon, I will gather them from there and bring 
them to the place I have chosen as a dwelling for my Name.’ "They are Your servants and Your people, whom You 
redeemed by Your great strength and Your mighty hand. O Lord, let Your ear be attentive to the prayer of this 
Your servant and to the prayer of Your servants who delight in revering Your name. Give Your servant success 
today by granting him favor in the presence of this man." 

Nehemiah 1: 5 - 14 


T he Great Doxology: 


Glory to You Revelation 7:12 
who has shown us the light! Genesis 1:3-5; 2 Corinthians 4:4 
Glory be to God on high, and on earth, peace, good will among men. Luke 2:14 
We praise You. Psalm 22:25; 24:25; 106:1 
We bless You. Psalm 103:1; 102:1 
We worship You. Psalm 95:6; 94:6 
We glorify You. Psalm 115:1; 113:9 
We give thanks unto You for Your great glory. 1 Chronicles 29:13 
O Lord, heavenly King 2 Timothy 4:18 Psalm 103:19; 102:17 
God the Father, Almighty, Genesis 17:1 
Lord, the only-begotten Son, John 3:16, 18 
Jesus ChriSt. 1 Corinthians 8:6 
and the Holy Spirit 1 Corinthian 12:3 
O Lord God 1 Peter 3:15; Revelation 11:17 
Lamb of God, John 1:29; Revelation 15:3 
Son of the Father John 1:14 
that takes away the sin of the world, John 1:29 
have mercy on us. Psalm 123:3; 122:3; Luke 17:13 
You who take away the sins of the world 1 John 2:2 
receive our prayer Psalm 4:1; 4:2 
You who sit on the right hand of the Father Mark 10:37 
have mercy on us. Psalm 123:3; 122:3; Luke 17:13 
For You only are Holy, Revelations 15:14 
Only You are the Lord, O Jesus Christ 2 Kings 19:19; Isaiah 37:20; 1 Corinthians 12:3 
to the glory of God the Father. Phillipians 2:11 
Amen. 2 Corinthians 1:20 
Every day will I bless You and I will praise Your name forever, yea, forever and ever. Psalm 145:2;144:2 
Vouchsafe, O Lord to keep us this day without sin. John 8:34 
Blessed are You, O Lord, the God of our Fathers, Prayer of Azariah 1:29-30. 


and praised and glorified be Your name forever. Amen. 


95. 
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Let Your mercy, O Lord, Psalm 33:22; 32:22 
be upon us as we do put our trust in You. 

Blessed are You, O Lord, teach me Your statues Psalm 119:12; 118:12 
O Lord, You has been our refuge in all generations: Psalm 90:1; 89:4 
I said: be merciful unto me, for I have sinned against Thee. Psalm 41: 4; 40:4 
Lord, I have fled unto You. O teach me to do Your will, for You are my God. Psalm 143:9-10; 142:11 
For with You is the fountain of Life. In Your Light shall we see light. Psalm 36: 9; 35:10 
O continue Your loving kindness, unto them that know You Psalm 36:10; 35:10 
Holy God, Joshua 24:19 
Holy Mighty, Psalm 45:3; 44:3 
Holy Immortal, Psalm 102-26-27; 101:26-27; 1 Timothy 1:17 
have mercy on us. Psalm 90:2-4; 89:2 Luke 17:13; Matthew 9:27; 20:30-34 
Glory to the Father and to the Son and to the Added to church hymns and services 
Holy Spirit, both now and ever and unto ages of ages. after 340 AD to counter the Arian 


heresy that taught: Jesus was not of 
the same substance as God, but a 
created being exalted above all other creatures 


Amen. 2 Corinthians 1:20 


SL ook down from heaven and see, from Your holy and beautiful habitation. Where are Your zeal and Your might? 
The stirring of Your inner parts and Your compassion are held back from us. For You are our Father, though 
Abraham does not know us, and Israel does not acknowledge us; You, O Lord, are our Father, our Redeemer from 
of old is Your name. 

Isaiah 63: 15 - 16 
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Iv. PRAYERS OF GOD’S PEOPLE 


1. G my Jesus, draw me entirely to You. Draw me with all the love of my heart. If I knew that one fiber of my heart 
did not palpitate for You, I would tear it out at any cost. But I know that I could not speak without Your help. Draw 
me, O my Jesus, draw me completely. I know it well, my heart cannot rest until it rests in Your heart. 


Blessed Aloysius Guanella (1842 - 1915) 
Anthony F. Chiffolo, At prayer with the saints, Liguori, Missouri (1998). p 2. 


2. G adorable heart of my Savior! How it displeases me to have offended You by my many sins. How it saddens me 
to have outraged You with foolish talk! I deserve to be abandoned. But You did not abandon me, and for this I give 
You glory. My lips will always resound Your praise since I have been saved by Your most precious blood. 


Blessed Aloysius Guanella (1842 - 1915) 
Anthony F. Chiffolo, At prayer with the saints, Liguori, Missouri (1998). p 43. 


3. &s the rain hides the stars, as the autumn mist hides the hills, as the clouds veil the blue of the sky, so the dark 
happenings of my lot hide the shining of Your face from me. Yet, if 1 may hold Your hand in the darkness, it is 
enough, since I know that, though I may stumble in my going, You do not fall. 


Alistair Maclean (1922 - 1987) 
Celtic daily prayers, HarperOne (1994). p 65. 


4. Y weave a silence onto my lips. 
I weave a silence into my mind. 
I weave a silence within my heart. 
I close my ears to distractions. 
I close my eyes to attractions. 
I close my eyes to temptations. 
Calm me, O Lord, as You stilled the storm. 
Still me, O Lord, keep me from harm. 
Let all tumult within me cease. 
Enfold me, Lord, in Your peace. 
David Adam, The Edge of Glory, Morehouse publishing (1985). p. 7. 


5. Y bow before the Father who made me, 
I bow before the Son who saved me, 
I bow before the Spirit who guides me, In love and adoration. 
I praise the Name of the one on high. I bow before You Sacred Three, The ever One, the Trinity. 
David Adam, The Edge of Glory, Morehouse publishing (1985). p. 11. 


6. Lord from this world’s storm sea, give Your hand for lifting me. 
Lord, lift me from the darkest night. 
Lord, lift me into the realm of light. 
Lord, lift me from the body’s pain. 
Lord, lift me up and keep me sane. 
Lord, lift me from the things I dread. 
Lord, lift me from the living dead. 
Lord, lift me from the place I lie. 
Lord, lift me from the never die. 
David Adam, The edge of glory, Morehouse publishing (1985). p. 35. 


7.L ord, open our lips, and our mouth shall declare your praise. 
Lord, open our eyes, and our seeing shall behold your glory. 
Lord, open our hearts, and our feeling shall know your love. 
Lord, open our minds, and our thinking shall discover your wonders. 
Lord, open our hands, and our giving shall show your generosity. 
Lord, open our lives, and our living shall declare your presence. 


8. 


10. 


11. 


12. 


13. 


14. 


15. 
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David Adam, The cry of the deer, Triangle (1986). p. 31. 


H ow wonderful, O Lord, are the works of Your hands! 
The heavens declare Your glory, the arch of the sky displays Your handiwork. 
In Your love You have given us the power to behold the beauty of Your world in all its splendour. 
The sun and the stars, the valleys and the hills, the rivers and the lakes, all disclose Your presence. 
The roaring breakers of the sea tell of your awesome might; 

the beasts of the field and the birds of the air proclaim Your wondrous will. 
In Your goodness You have made us able to hear the music of the world. 
The voices of loved ones reveal to us that you are in our midst. 
A divine song sings through all creation. 

David Adam, The rhythm of life, Morehouse publishing (1996). pp. 29 - 30. 


. G reator, Father of all, You give us life, You give us love, You give us Yourself. 


Help us to give our lives, our love, ourselves, to You. 
David Adam, The rhythm of life, Morehouse publishing (1996). p. 30 


sd waken me, Lord, to Your light, open my eyes to Your presence. 
Awaken me, Lord, to Your love, open my heart to Your indwelling. 
Awaken me, Lord, to Your life, open my mind to Your abiding. 
Awaken me, Lord, to Your purpose, open my will to Your guiding. 
David Adam, Border Lands: The Best of David Adam’s Celtic Vision, Sheed & Ward (1999). p. 16. 


C Lord, open our eyes to Your presence, 
open my minds to Your grace, 

open our lips to Your praises, 

open our hearts to Your love, 

open our lives to Your healing, 


and be found among us. 
David Adam 
Angela Ashwin, The Book of a Thousand Prayers, Zondervan (2002). p. 23. 


OC pen my eyes that I may see, incline my heart that I may desire, order my steps that I may follow the way of 


Your commandments. 
Lancelot Andrewes (1555-1626) 


Mary Batchelor, The Doubleday Prayer Collection, Doubleday (1992). p. 66. 


Y ou who send forth the light, create the morning, make the sun rise on the good and the evil, enlighten the 
blindness of our minds with knowledge of truth: lift up the light of Your countenance upon us, that in Your light 


we may see light, and at the last, be in the light of grace and in the light of glory. 
Lancelot Andrewes (1555-1626) 
Mary Batchelor, The Doubleday Prayer Collection, Doubleday (1992). p. 278. 


Be, Lord, within me to strengthen me, without me to guard me, over me to shelter me, beneath me to stablish 
me, before me to guide me, after me to forward me, round about me to secure me. 


Lancelot Andrewes (1555-1626) 
A. Whyte, Lancelot Andrewes and His Private Devotions (1896). p. 103. 


ee ord, as we add day to day, so sin to sin. The just fall seven times a day, and I, an exceeding sinner, seventy 
times seven: a wonderful, a horrible thing, O Lord. But I turn back with groans from my evil ways, and I return 
to my own heart, and with all my heart, I turn to You. 


O God of penitents and Saviour of sinners, evening by evening, I will return in the innermost marrow of my soul, 
and my soul out of the depths cries unto You: I have sinned, O Lord, I have sinned grievously against You, Oh, 
woe is me for my misery. I repent, O me! I regret, help my impenitence. 
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Spare me, O Lord; have mercy on me; I said, Lord, be merciful unto me, heal my soul, for I have sinned against 
You. Have mercy upon me, O Lord, according to Your lovingkindness, according to the multitude of Your tender 
mercies blot out my transgressions. 


Remit the guilt, heal the wound, blot out the stains, deliver from the shame, rescue from the tyranny, and make 
me not a public example. 


O bring me out of my distress, cleanse me from secret fault, keep back Your servant also from presumptuous sins. 
My wanderings of mind and idle talking lay not to my charge. Remove the dark and muddy flood of foul and 
wicked thoughts. 


O Lord, I have destroyed myself; whatever I have done amiss, mercifully pardon. Deal not with us after our sins, 
nor reward us according to our iniquities. Look mercifully upon our infirmities; and for the glory of Your All-holy 
Name, turn from us all those ills and miseries, which by our sins, and by us through them, are most righteously 
and worthily deserved. 


Lancelot Andrewes (1555-1626) 
A. Whyte, Lancelot Andrewes and His Private Devotions (1896). pp. 148 - 149. 


16. Two things I recognise, O Lord, in myself: nature, which You have made, and sin, which I have added. 
I confess that by sin I have depraved nature, but remember that I am but a wind that passes away and returns not 
again, for of myself I cannot return from sin. 
Take away from me that which I have made; let that remain in me which have made, that what You have redeemed 
with Your precious blood perish not. Let not my wickedness destroy what Your goodness has redeemed 


Lancelot Andrewes (1555-1626) 
A. Whyte, Lancelot Andrewes and His Private Devotions (1896). p. 160. 


17.0 God, You know my foolishness, and my sins are not hidden from You. I acknowledge my transgressions and my 
sin is ever before me. I cover not my transgressions, like Adam ; nor do I incline my heart to words of wickedness, 
to make excuses for my sins. I will confess my transgressions unto the Lord, and all that is within me and all my 
bones shall say, I have sinned, I have sinned against You; I have gone astray, like a sheep that is lost; I have been 
perverse, as a bullock unaccustomed to the yoke; I have returned to folly as a dog returneth to his vomit: as a sow 
that was washed to her wallowing in the mire. I give glory to You, Lord, and confess that I have sinned; thus and 
thus have I done. 


Lancelot Andrewes (1555-1626) 
A. Whyte, Lancelot Andrewes and His Private Devotions (1896). p. 162. 


18. Blessed are the people that know the joyful sound: they shall walk, O Lord, in the light of Your countenance. In 
Your name shall they rejoice all the day: and in Your righteousness shall they be exalted. My mouth shall speak 
the praise of the Lord: and let all flesh bless His holy name forever and ever. O, magnify the Lord with me, and 
let us exalt His name together. Come and hear, all you that fear God; I will declare what He has done for my 
soul. Be exalted, O God, above the heavens; let Your glory be above all the earth. I will praise the Lord with my 
whole heart in the assembly of the upright and in the congregation. Open my lips, and my mouth shall shew forth 
Your praise. | will praise You with my whole heart: before the gods will I sing praise unto You. Accept the praises 
which I, an unworthy sinner, verily unworthy, yearn to sing: O that they were devout and acceptable to You. You 
are worthy, Lord God, to receive them; You are my God, and I| will praise You: You are my God; I will exalt You. I 
will sing unto the Lord as long as I live: I will sing praise to my God while I have my being. 


Lancelot Andrewes (1555-1626) 
A. Whyte, Lancelot Andrewes and His Private Devotions (1896). p. 169. 


19. KH ave mercy upon me, O Lord, and hear my prayer. 
St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


90. LN my hope is no where but in Your exceeding great mercy. 
St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


A; 


22. 


23. 


24. 


25. 


26. 


27. 
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Breathe in me, O Holy Spirit, that my thoughts may all be holy. 
Act in me, O Holy Spirit, that my work, too, may be holy. 
Draw my heart, O Holy Spirit, that I love but what is holly. 
Strengthen me, O Holy Spirit, to defend all that is holy. 
Help me, then, O Holy Spirit, that I always may be holy. 
St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


ie ord Jesus, our Savior, let us come to you. Our hearts are cold; Lord, warm them with your selfless love. Our 
hearts are sinful; cleanse them with your precious blood. Our hearts are weak; strengthen them with our joyous 
Spirit. Our hearts are empty; fill them with your divine presence. Lord Jesus, our hearts are yours; possess them 
always and only for yourself. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


@ Lord our God, fill us with hope in the shadow of Your wings; protect and sustain us. You will uphold us, right 
from our childhood until our old age, because our present strength, if it comes from You, is strength indeed; but 
if it is merely our own strength then it is weakness. When we are close to You we find living goodness, but at the 
very moment we turn aside from You we become corrupt. So, Lord, make us retrace our steps, so that we are not 
defeated. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


OC Holy Spirit, Love of God, pour out Your grace, and descend plentifully into my heart. 
Enlighten the dark corners of this neglected dwelling, and scatter there Your cheerful beams. 
Dwell in that soul that longs to be Your temple. Water that barren soil, overrun with weeds and briars, and lost for 
lack of cultivating, and make it fruitful with Your dew from heaven. 
Come, refreshment of those who languish and faint. 
Come, star and guide of those who sail in the tempestuous sea of the world. 
You are the only Haven of the tossed and shipwrecked. 
Come, Glory and Crown of the living, and only Safeguard of the dying. 
Come, Holy Spirit, in Your great mercy, and make me fit to receive You. 
St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


KH oly Spirit, powerful Consoler, sacred Bond of the Father and the Son, hope of the afflicted, descend into my 
heart and establish in it Your loving dominion. 
Enkindle in my tepid soul the fire of Your Love so that I may be wholly subject to You. 
We believe that when You dwell in me, You also prepare a dwelling for the Father and the Son. 
Deign, therefore, to come to me, Consoler of abandoned souls and Protector of the needy. Help the afflicted, 
strengthen the weak, and support the wavering. Come and purify me. Let no evil desire take possession of me. 
You love the humble and resist the proud. 
Come to me, O, the glory of the living and hope of the dying. Lead me by Your grace that I may always be pleasing 
to You. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


KH ere is my heart, O God; here it is with all its secrets. Look into my thoughts, O my hope, and take away all 
my wrong feelings. Let my eyes be ever on You and release my feet from the snare. I ask You to live with me, to 
reign in me, to make this heart of mine a holy temple, a fit dwelling for Your divine majesty. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


FP or Your mercies’ sake, O Lord my God, tell me what You are to me. 
Say to my soul: “I am Your salvation." So speak that I may hear, O Lord; my heart is listening; purify it that it may 
hear You saying to my soul: "I am Your salvation.” After hearing this word, may I come in haste to take hold of 
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You? 
Hide not Your face from me. Let me see Your face, even if I die, lest I die with longing to see it. 
The house of my soul is too small to receive You; let it be enlarged by You. 
It is all in ruins; do You repair it? There are things in it - 1 confess, and I know - that must offend Your sight. 
But who shall cleanse it? Or to what others besides You shall I cry out? 
From my secret sins, cleanse me, O Lord, and from those of others, spare Your servant. 
St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


C God, He loves You too little who loves anything together with You, which he loves not for Your sake. 
St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


# ather, You are full of compassion, I commit and commend myself to You, in whom I am, live, and know. Be 
the goal of my pilgrimage, and my rest, by the way. Let my soul take refuge from the crowding turmoil of worldly 
thoughts beneath the shadow of Your wings. Let my heart, this sea of restless waves, find peace in You, O God. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


C God, from whom to be turned is to fall, to whom to be turned is to rise, and in whom to stand is to abide forever: 
Grant me in all our duties Your help, in all our perplexities Your guidance, in all our dangers Your protection, and 
in all our sorrows Your peace; through Jesus Christ our Lord. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


pres ate have I loved You, O Beauty ever ancient, ever new, late have I loved You! You were within me, but I was 
outside, and it was there that I searched for You. In my unloveliness, I plunged into the lovely things which You 
created. You were with me, but I was not with You. Created things kept me from You; yet if they had not been in 
You they would not have been at all. You called, You shouted, and You broke through my deafness. You flashed, 
You shone, and You dispelled my blindness. You breathed Your fragrance on me; I drew in breath, and now | pant 
for You. I have tasted You; now I hunger and thirst for more. You touched me, and I burned for Your peace. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


W hen my whole being is united with you, then I feel no more sorrow or pain; mine will be the true life wholly 
filled by You; You raise up all who are filled with Your spirit; but I am not yet so filled,. I am a burden to myself. 
The worldly joys that ought to lament struggle within me with the sorrows in which I should rejoice, and I do not 
know where the victory lies. Take pity on me, oh Lord, for I am not hiding my wounds from you. You are the 
doctor, I am the patient; You are the giver of mercy - I am in great need of it. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


N ow it is You alone that I love, You alone that I follow, You alone that I seek, You alone that I feel ready to 
serve, because You alone rule justly. It is to Your authority alone that I want to submit. Command me, I pray, to do 
whatever You will, but heal and open my ears that I may hear your voice. Heal and open my eyes that I may see 
Your will. Drive out from me all fickleness that I may acknowledge You alone. Tell me where to look that I may 
see You, and I will place my hope in doing Your will. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


G reat are You, Lord, and greatly to be praised; great is Your power, and Your wisdom is infinite. And yet we lowly 
creatures desire to praise You, for we are a part of Your creation; we carry with me the fact that we will die as 
evidence of our sin and proof that You resist the proud. Still, we desire to praise You, even though we are only a 
small part of Your creation. You have stirred in me the desire to praise You, for You have made me for Yourself, 
and our heart is restless until it comes to rest in You. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 
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TL ord Jesus, let me know myself and know You, and desire nothing but You. Let me forget myself and love You. 
Let me do everything for the sake of You. Let me humble myself and exalt You. Let me think nothing except You. 
Let me die to myself and live in You. Let me accept whatever happens as from You. Let me banish myself and 
follow You, and always desire to follow You. Let me fly from myself and take refuge in You, that I may deserve 
to be defended by You. Let me fear for myself, let me fear You, and let me be among those who are chosen by 
You. Let me distrust myself and put my trust in You. Let me be willing to obey for the sake of You. Let me cling 
to nothing save only to You, and let me be poor because of You. Look upon me, that I may love You. Call me so 
that I may see You, And forever have joy in You. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


KH ow shall I call upon my God, my God and my Lord, when by the very act of calling upon him I would be 
calling him into myself? Is there any place within me into which my God might come? How should the God who 
made heaven and earth come into me? Is there any room in me for You, Lord, my God? Even heaven and earth, 
which You have made and in which You have made me — can even they contain You? Since nothing that exists 
would exist without You, does it follow that whatever exists does in some way contain You? 


But if this is so, how can I, who am one of these existing things, ask You to come into me, when I would not exist 
at all unless You were already in me? Not yet am I in hell, after all but even if I were, You would be there too; for 
if I descend into the underworld, You are there. No, my God, I would not exist, I would not be at all, if You were 
not in me. Or should I say, rather, that I should not exist if I were not in You, from whom are all things, through 
whom are all things, in whom are all things? Yes, Lord, that is the truth, that is indeed the truth. To what place can 
I invite You, then, since I am in You? Or where could You come from, in order to come into me? To what place 
outside heaven and earth could I travel, so that my God could come to me there, the God who said, I fill heaven 
and earth? 


Who will grant it to me to find peace in You? Who will grant me this grace, that You should come into my heart 
and inebriate it, enabling me to forget the evils that beset me and embrace You, my only good? What are You to 
me? Have mercy on me, so that I may tell. What indeed am I to You, that You should command me to love You, 
and grow angry with me if I do not, and threaten me with enormous woes? Is not the failure to love You woe 
enough in itself? 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


ee ord, I seek You with all my heart, with all the strength You have given me. | long to understand that which I 
believe. You are my only hope; please listen to me. Do not let my weariness lessen my desire to find You, to seek 
Your face. You created me in order to find You; You gave me strength to seek You. My strength and my weakness 
are in Your hands: preserve my strength, and help my weakness. Where You have already opened the door, let 
me come in. where it is shut, open at my knocking. Let me always remember You, love You, meditate upon You 
and pray to You, until You restore me to Your perfect pattern, 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


W at are You, my God? Who are You, but the Lord God himself? You are the highest, the most righteous and 
the most powerful being. You are the most merciful and yet the most just. You are the most mysterious, and yet 
the most present. You are the most beautiful, and yet the strongest. You are stable yet incomprehensible. You 
are unchanging yet changing all things. You are never new and never old, yet You are constantly renewing all 
things. You are always working, yet always at rest. You create great riches on earth, yet need nothing Vourself. 
You support, nourish, and protect all. You love, and yet You are without passion. You are jealous and yet have no 
fear. You recoil at our sin, and yet You do not grieve. You are angry yet remain serene. You alter Your plans in 
response to our actions, yet Your law and purpose remain firm. You take as You find, yet never lose. You have no 
envy, yet You require me to multiply the talents You have bestowed. You pay debts yet owe nothing; You forgive 
debts yet lose nothing. What shall I say, O my God, my life, my holy joy? What can any man say when he speaks 
of You? Silence offers the greatest eloquence, yet woe to him who does not sing Your praise. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


39. 


40. 


AA. 


42, 


45, 


44, 


45. 


34 


Y ou are Christ, my Holy Father, my Tender God, my Great King, my Good Shepherd, my Only Master, my Best 
Helper, my Most Beautiful and my Beloved, my Living Bread, my Priest Forever, my Country’s Leader, my True 
Light, my Holy Sweetness, my Straight Path, my Supreme Wisdom, my Pure Simplicity, my Peaceful Harmony, my 
Complete Protection, my Good Portion, my Everlasting Salvation. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


M ost highest, most good, most potent, most omnipotent; most merciful, yet most just; most hidden, yet most 
present; most beautiful, yet most strong; stable, yet incomprehensible; unchangeable, yet all-changing; never new, 
never old; all renewing...ever working, ever at rest; still gathering, yet nothing lacking; supporting, filling and 
overspreading; creating, nourishing, and maturing; seeking, yet having all things 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


oA ord, You are the Light, the Way, the Truth, the Life. In You there is no darkness, error, vanity, or death - the 
Light without which there is darkness, the Way without which there is wandering, the Truth without which there 
is error, the life without which there is Death. Lord, say, “Let there be Light,” and I will see Light and renounce 
the darkness. I will see the Way and avoid wandering. I will see the Truth and shun error. I will see Life and 
escape death. Enlighten, O enlighten my blind soul which sits in darkness and the shadow of death and direct my 
feet into the way of peace, Your peace. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


C God, the Light of the heart that sees You, The Life of the soul that loves You, The Strength of the mind that 
seeks You, May I ever continue to be steadfast in Your love? Be the Joy of my heart, Take all of me to Yourself and 
abide therein. The house of my soul is, I confess, too narrow for You. Enlarge it, that You may enter. It is ruinous 
but do repair it. It has within it what must offend Your Eyes, I confess and know it, But whose help shall I seek in 
cleansing it but Yours alone? To You, O God, I cry urgently. Cleanse me from secret faults. Keep me from false 
pride and sensuality, that they do not get dominion over me. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


CO God of our life, there are days when the burdens we carry chafe our shoulders and weigh me down, when the 
road seems dreary and endless, the skies grey and threatening, when our lives have no music in them and our 
hearts are lonely and our souls have lost their courage. Flood the path with light, run our eyes to where the skies 
are full of promise, tune our hearts to brave music, give me the sense of comradeship, with heroes and Saints of 
every age and so quicken our spirits, that we may be able to encourage, the souls of all, who journey with me on 
the road of life, to Your honour and glory. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


C God, our true life, to know You is life, to serve Vou is freedom, to enjoy You is a kingdom, to praise You is the 
joy and happiness of the soul. I praise, and bless and adore You, I worship You, I glorify You, I give thanks to You 
for Your great glory. I humbly beg You to live with me, to reign in me, to make this heart of mine a holy temple, 
a fit habitation for Your divine Majesty. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


Gi God, I love You, and my dream is that my love will always increase, Truly You are sweeter than honey, better 
than milk, and brighter than all light, gold, silver and precious stones cannot compete with Your place within my 
heart... All the pleasures of this world do not appeal to me but seem to be distasteful and offensive... for I have 
tasted Your sweetness once and have seen the beauty of Your dwelling place. O divine fire whose flame is never 
quenched but burns constantly. O eternal love, eternally warm and never indifferent. O divine love, embrace me... 
Possess me entirely that I may cling to You completely. Let me love You, O God, for You have loved me first. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 
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Y ou are Christ, my Holy Father, my Tender God, my Great King, my Good Shepherd, my Only Master, my Best 
Helper, my Most Beautiful and my Beloved, my Living Bread, my Priest Forever, my Leader to my Country, my 
True Light, my Holy Sweetness, my Straight Way, my Excellent Wisdom, my Pure Simplicity, my Peaceful Harmony, 
my Entire Protection, my Good Portion, my Everlasting Salvation. Christ Jesus, Sweet Lord, why have I ever loved, 
why in my whole life have I ever desired anything except You, Jesus my God? Where was I when I was not in 
spirit with You? Now, from this time forth, do You, all my desires, grow hot, and flow out upon the Lord Jesus: 
run... You have been tardy until now; hasten where You are going; seek Whom You are seeking. O, Jesus may he 
who loves You not be an anathema; may he who loves You not be filled with bitterness. O, Sweet Jesus, may every 
good feeling that is fitted for Your praise, love You, delight in You, adore You! God of my heart, and my Portion, 
Christ Jesus, may my heart faint away in spirit, and may You be my Life within me! May the live coal of Your Love 
grow hot within my spirit and break forth into a perfect fire; may it burn incessantly on the altar of my heart; may 
it glow in my innermost being; may it blaze in hidden recesses of my soul; and in the days of my consummation 
may I be found consummated with You! 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


1S ord Jesus, let me know myself and know You and desire nothing but only You. Let me hate myself and love you. 
Let me do everything for the sake of you. Let me humble myself and exalt you. Let me think of nothing except 
you. Let me die to myself and live in you. Let me accept whatever happens as from you. Let me banish myself 
and follow You and ever desire to follow you. Let me fly from myself and take refuge in You that I may deserve 
to be defended by you. Let me fear for myself, let me fear you. and let me be among those who are chosen by 
you. Let me distrust myself and put my trust in you. Let me be willing to obey for the sake of you. Let me cling 
to nothing, save only to You and let me be poor because of you. Look upon me that I may love You, call me that I 
may see You and for ever enjoy you. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


M ay my voice loudly resound: with attentive mind may I contemplate You, my God, and with my words sing 
Your praises; it is right that a creature praise its Creator, for You created and redeemed us that we might praise 
You, although You do not need our praise. You are incomprehensible Power and have no need of anyone, but 
are sufficient in Yourself. You are great, O Lord, my God, Your power is great and the works of Your wisdom are 
without number. You are great, O Lord, my God, and worthy of all praise. May my soul love You, my tongue praise 
You, my hand write of You, and may my whole soul be occupied in these holy exercises. Satisfy me ever with this 
sweet food, so that I may praise You with a mighty voice, with all my heart and all my powers, singing Your praise 
sweetly, joyfully, and fervently, O God! 


O my soul, bless the Lord, and let all that is within me bless His holy Name. Bless the Lord, O my soul, and never 
forget His innumerable favors!’ Let us praise this God whom the angels praise, before whom the Dominations 
prostrate to adore, who is feared by the Powers and in whose honor the Cherubim and Seraphim continually sing: 
Holy! Holy! Holy! Let us join our voices to those of the angels and saints, and let us praise the Lord with the 
fullness of our powers. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


C God, Your eyes are drawn to man’s footsteps... For You are interested in all Your creatures and do not deprive 
any of Your great love! You Yourself watch over my steps and paths day and night, You stand vigil to take care of 
me and guard my ways. You do not cease caring for me and I can therefore say, You forget the heavens and the 
earth and all that is in them as You focus Your interest on me, and so You seem to care for no other creations 
besides me!! You embrace my being with Your complete and perfect care. You enfold me constantly and it seems 
as though there is none other but me! You keep vigil as though You had forgotten the rest of Your creation! You 
grant me Your blessings, as though I were the sole object of Your love! Through the goodness of Your presence 
constantly and every where, You rush to sustain me always and wherever You find me worYour to receive Your 
help... O God... Whenever I go, I find You before me, for You are present everywhere. By the grace of Your 
presence I need You that I might not perish, for without You I cannot exist. Consequently, I confess to You that 
whatever I do and whatever it’s nature, it is all revealed before You. Yes, You know more about my acts that my 
ownself and know the doer too. There is nothing You do not know...my thoughts, my intentions, my joys, my 
deeds... nothing of all of these is not laid out before Your eternal attention. O God, You know my thoughts in their 
deepest perplexity. O God, You do not ignore any aspect of my spirit. You know the aim of my endeavors and what 
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passes through my mind, as well as the nature of my joy...Your eyes watch all these, and Your ears are attuned to 
them. 
St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


TL ook upon me, O Lord, and let all the darkness of our souls vanish before the beams of thy brightness. Fill me 
with holy love, and open to me the treasures of thy wisdom. All our desire is known unto thee, therefore perfect 
what thou hast begun, and what thy Spirit has awakened me to ask in prayer. We seek thy face, turn thy face unto 
me and show me thy glory. Then shall our longing be satisfied, and our peace shall be perfect. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


O God, I desire to know You, who know me profoundly. 

I wish I knew You, O strength of my soul! 

Reveal Yourself to me, O my soul comforter! 

I wish that I could see You, O light of my eyes! 

Hurry, O joy of my soul, that I may contemplate You! 

O delight of my heart, inspire me, for in You is my true happiness; in You is the sweet repose; in You is my life; 
in You is my perfect glory! 

I wish that I could find You, O desire of my heart! 

I wish I could possess You, O my lover! 

Do not abandon my embrace, O Heavenly Bridegroom; in Your presence, my whole being is seized by an ultimate 
and heavenly ecstasy! 

Grant me Yourself, O Eternal King, so that I might enjoy You. O Blessed Life, O Incomprehensible Joy of my soul! 
‘T love You, O Lord, my strength, my rock, my fortress, and my deliverer. 

Yes, I love You, my God and my Defender. 

You are my stronghold, my sweet comfort in the middle of all my troubles. 

Let me cling to You, for You are the only Good; without You, goodness does not exist! 

May You be all my happiness, You who are wholly good! 

Open the depth of my ears that I may hear You, the Divine Word. 

You who pierces my soul as a double-edged sword! 

O my God! Thunder in the skies with Your Powerful voice!! 

Let the sea roar and all its waves, the earth shake and all things on it tremble. 

Bring lightning upon them so that all doubt may disappear. 

Uncover the depths of the sea and the earth’s foundations so that all may see Your glory. 

O Imperceivable Light, grant me eyes that can behold You! 

O smell of Divine Life, grant me a new sense of smell that would attract me to the perfume of Your sweet robes! 
O God, purify my sense of taste so that I may enjoy and get to know You and discover the stored sweetness offered 
to all who sip Your sweet Love! 

Grant me a heart that throbs only by Your Love, a soul that adores You, a spirit that is faithful to Your name, 
thoughts that comprehend Your mysterious depths, and a mind that finds rest in its unity with Your Wisdom. A 
mind that knows how to love You in holiness, O Love who is the Treasure of all Infinite Wisdom!! 

O Life, all creatures live to glorify You; You have granted me life and in You is my life, through You, I live; and 
without You, I die! 

Through You, I rise, and without You, I perish. Through You, I am filled with joy, and without You, I die of sadness! 
You are Life, the Source of Life, yet there is nothing to parallel Your humility and beauty! I plead, tell me, where 
You are? Where can I meet You, to hide in You so that I may not be found anywhere but in You! 

O! Hurry and make my soul Your dwelling and my heart, Your resting place. 

Come ... for I am sick with love, and distance away from You is death to my soul! 

Your name brings me life! Your odor restores my strength; Your remembrance relieves my pain, and Your presence 
comforts me! 

O Life of my soul.. my heart runs after You and melts at the remembrance of Your gifts. When will the time come 
for me to travel to Your kingdom? When will I have the chance to contemplate Your beauty, O Life, O Happiness 
of my soul! 

Why do You hide Your face from me, O, only pleasure of my soul? 

Where do You hide? O God of beauty, The ultimate goal of all my ambitions. 

Your odor, which I breathe, intoxicates me with Life, and I am stunned! Even though I have not seen You as yet, 
this happens to me, for it is written, “No man sees me and lives’. 
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Well, if I follow this warning, I will not see You. Yet, let me die, O God, and see You. Let me see You before I die. 
For when I wish to live, I wish to die,’... having a desire to depart and be with Christ, which is far better. 
I desire death that I might see You. 
I do not wish to live any longer that I might live through You! 
O Lord Jesus Christ... receive my life for You are my life! 
Attract my heart, for You are my joy! 
O Nourishing food, be my appeaser! 
O Divine Leader, be my strength! 
O True light that enlightens my eyes, illumine me! 
O Sweet Melody, thrill my whole soul! 
O Heavenly Odor, refresh me by Your presence! 
O Word of God, establish me in You. 
Gladden the soul of Your servant...come into my soul, O true Joy, that I may rejoice in You! Come into her, O 
infinite sweetness, cast Your beams upon her, O eternal Light, that she may know You and attain and love You! 
St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


HC ow miserable I am?! My God... when will this corrupted nature fall away from me, and Your perfect power fill 
me effectively?! O God... solitude, stillness, truth, and purity are so sweet, these are all found in You! As for me... 
I am distracted by noise, uproar, falsehoods, and sin! What more shall I say? You are the true Bestower, merciful, 
holy, and just... whereas I am evil, selfish, a sinner, and unjust!... You are the Light, whereas I am darkness! You 
are Life, whereas I am death! You are the Physician, whereas I am the patient! You are Joy, whereas I am sadness! 
You are sincere Truth, whereas I am utter lies! I am similar to other human beings on earth! With what language 
do You want me to speak to You, O my Creator?! I beg You to graciously listen to me... I am the product of Your 
hands and my destruction is fearsome! I am Your creation, and You hear me rolling down towards the void! If 
I have any existence, You are the One who brought me into being...” Your hands have molded me and fashioned 
me...” 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) 


SL ook upon me, O Lord, and let all the darkness of my soul vanish before the beams of Your brightness. Fill me 
with holy love, and open to me the treasures of Your wisdom. All my desire is known to You, therefore perfect 
what You have begun, and what Vour Spirit has awakened me to ask in prayer. I seek Your face, turn Your face 
unto me and show me Your glory. Then shall my longing be satisfied, and my peace shall be perfect. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) - adopted 


Give me Yourself, O my God, give Yourself to me. O, I love You and if my love is too weak, grant me to love 
You more strongly. I cannot measure my love to know how much it falls short of being sufficient, but let my soul 
hasten to Your embrace and never be turned away until it is hidden in the secret shelter of Your presence. The 
only thing I do know is that it is not good for me when You are not with me, when You are only outside me. O, 
my Lord, my very self wants You. Nothing in this world myself need it, unless it comes You, my God. 

St. Augustine of Hippo (354-430) - adopted 


C my Lord and my God, true and only lover of my soul, what more can You do to make me love You! Oh, the 
immensity of love! Incomprehensible and infinite love! A God gives himself to me! A God - Ah, my God! I love 
You above all things. I love You more than myself, more than my life, and I delight in loving You because You 
are so deserving of my love. Begone from my soul, ye earthly affections, and give place to the love of God. I 
offer myself entirely and unreservedly to You; my senses, my powers, my desires, my affections, my whole self. I 
solemnly declare before heaven and earth that I no longer wish to live but for You; to work, to speak, to breathe, 
only for You, in You, and with Vou. 


from the Augustinian Manual 


Gi my Lord! if I my blood may not shed, and my life may not give for You, let me at least, O Lord, die to all that 
is displeasing to You! O Jesus! I import You, give to me the bread of patience and support the grief which tortures 
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my heart. O Jesus! Jesus! No longer feel I my cross when now I think of Yours! 


St. Bernadette of Lourdes (1844 - 1879) 
R.E. F. Larsson, Saints at Prayers, Coward-McCANN (1941) p 277. 


Gi Jesus! Make me realize more fully the jealousy of divine love! Detach my affections from the mundane, raise 
them up, and bind them to yourself ! 


St. Bernadette of Lourdes (1844 - 1879) 
R.E. F. Larsson, Saints at Prayers, Coward-McCANN (1941) p 279. 


KH eart of Jesus, save me! Heart of my Creator, perfect me! Heart of my Saviour, deliver me! 
Heart of my Judge, pardon me! Heart of my Father, govern me! Heart of my Spouse, love me! 
Heart of my Master, teach me! Heart of my King, be my crown! Heart of my Benefactor, enrich me! 
Heart of my Shepherd, guard me! Heart of my Friend, comfort me! Heart of my Brother, stay with me! 
Heart of the Child Jesus, draw me to yourself! Heart of Jesus dying on the Cross, redeem me! 
Heart of Jesus in all Your states, give Yourself to me! Heart of incomparable goodness, have mercy on us! 
Heart of splendour, shine within me! most loving Heart, inflame me! most merciful Heart, work within me! 
most humble Heart, dwell within me! most patient Heart, support me! most faithful Heart, be my reward! 
most admirable and most worthy Heart, bless me! 
Peaceful Heart! calm me! Most Desirable and Excellent Heart! enrapture me! 
Illustrious and Perfect Heart! ennoble me! Sacred Heart, Precious Balm! preserve me! 
Most Holy and Profitable Heart! make me better! Blessed Heart, Medicine and Remedy of our evils! cure me! 
Heart of Jesus, Solace of the afflicted! console me! Most loving Heart, burning Furnace! consume me! 
Heart of Jesus, Model of perfection! enlighten me! Heart of Jesus, Origin of all happiness! fortify me! 
Heart of eternal blessings! call me to you! 

St. Margaret Mary Alacoque, (1647-1690) 


M ay I no longer live save by Thee and for Thee. Be then my life, my love, my all. 
St. Margaret Mary Alacoque, (1647-1690) 


in ord, Have mercy on us. Christ, Have mercy on us. Lord, Have mercy on us. Christ, Hear us. Christ, Graciously 
hear me. 


God, the Father of Heaven, Have mercy on us. God, the Son, Redeemer of the world, Have mercy on us. God, the 
Holy Ghost, Have mercy on us. 


Jesus, brought before Annas and Caiphas, Have mercy on us. 
Jesus, struck in the face by a servant, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, accused by false witnesses, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, declared guilty of death, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, spat upon, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, blindfolded, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, smitten on the cheek, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, thrice denied by Peter, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, delivered up to Pilate, Have mercy on me. 

Jesus, despised and mocked by Herod, Have mercy on us. 
Jesus, clothed in a white garment, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, rejected for Barabbas, Have mercy on me. 

Jesus, torn with scourges, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, bruised for our sin, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, esteemed a leper, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, covered with a purple robe, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, crowned with thorns, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, struck with a reed upon the head, Have mercy on us. 
Jesus, demanded for crucifixion by the Jews, Have mercy on us. 
Jesus, condemned to an ignominious death, Have mercy on me. 
Jesus, given up to the will of Thine enemies, Have mercy on us. 
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Jesus, loaded with the heavy weight of the Cross, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, led like a sheep to the slaughter, Have mercy on me. 

Jesus, stripped of Thy garments, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, fastened with nails to the cross, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, reviled by the malefactors, Have mercy on me. 

Jesus, promising Paradise to the penitent thief, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, commending St. John to Thy Mother as her son, Have mercy on us. 
Jesus, declaring Thyself forsaken by Thy Father, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, in Thy thirst given gall and vinegar to drink, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, testifying that all things written concerning Thee were accomplished, Have mercy on us. 
Jesus, commending Thy Spirit into the hand of Thy Father, Have mercy on us. 
Jesus, obedient even to the death of the Cross, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, pierced with a lance, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, made a propitiation for us, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, taken down from the Cross, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, laid in the sepulcher, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, rising gloriously from the dead, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, ascending into Heaven, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, our advocate with the Father, Have mercy on us. 

Jesus, sending down on Thy disciples the Holy Ghost, the Paraclete, Have mercy on us. 
Jesus, exalting Thy Mother above the choirs of Angels, Have mercy on us. 
Jesus, Who shalt come to judge the living and the dead, Have mercy on us. 


Be merciful, Spare us, O Lord. Be merciful, Graciously hear us, O Lord. 
From all evil, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 

From all sin, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 

From anger, hatred, and every evil will, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 

From war, famine, and pestilence, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 

From all dangers of mind and body, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 

From everlasting death, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 


Through Thy most pure Conception, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 

Through Thy miraculous Nativity, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 

Through Thy humble Circumcision, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 

Through Thy Baptism and holy fasting, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 

Through Thy labors and watchings, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 

Through Thy cruel scourging and crowning, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 
Through Thy thirst, and tears, and nakedness, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 
Through Thy precious death and Cross, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 

Through Thy glorious Resurrection and Ascension,Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 
Through Thy sending forth the Holy Ghost, the Paraclete, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 
In the day of judgment, Lord Jesus, Deliver us. 


We sinners beseech Thee, hear us. 

That Thou would spare us, We beseech Thee, hear us. 

That Thou would pardon us, We beseech Thee, hear us. 

That Thou would vouchsafe to bring us to true penance, We beseech Thee, hear us. 

That Thou would vouchsafe mercifully to pour into our hearts the grace of the Holy Spirit, 

We beseech Thee, hear us. 

That Thou would vouchsafe to defend and propagate Thy holy Church, We beseech Thee, hear us. 

That Thou would vouchsafe to preserve and increase all societies assembled in Thy Holy Name, 

We beseech Thee, hear us. 

That Thou would vouchsafe to bestow upon us true peace, We beseech Thee, hear us. 

That Thou would vouchsafe to give us perseverance in grace and in Thy holy service, We beseech Thee, hear us. 
That Thou would vouchsafe to deliver us from unclean thoughts, the temptations of the devil, and everlasting 
damnation, We beseech Thee, hear us. 

That Thou would vouchsafe to unite us to the company of Thy Saints, We beseech Thee, hear us. 

That Thou would vouchsafe graciously to hear us, 


Lamb of God, Who takest away the sins of the world, Spare us, O Lord. 
Lamb of God, Who takes away the sins of the world, Graciously hear us, O Lord. 
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Lamb of God, Who takes away the sins of the world, Have mercy on us, O Lord. 


Christ, hear us; Christ, graciously hear us. 
The Litany of the Passsion 


Gi honeyed flame, sweeter than all sweet, delightful beyond all creation! My God, my Love, surge over me, pierce 
me by Your love, wound me with Your beauty. Surge over me, I say, who am longing for Your comfort. Reveal 
Your healing medicine to Your poor lover. See, my one desire is for you; it is You my heart is seeking. My soul 
pants for you; my whole being is athirst for you. Yet You will not show yourself to me; You look away; You bar 
the door, shun me, pass me over; You even laugh at my innocent sufferings. And yet You snatch Your lovers away 
from all earthly things. You lift them above every desire for worldly matters. You make them capable of loving 
You - and love You they do indeed. So they offer You their praise in spiritual song which bursts out from that inner 
fire; they know in truth the sweetness of the dart of love. Ah, eternal and most lovable of all joys, You raise me 
from the very depths, and entrance me with the sight of divine majesty so often! Come into me, Beloved! All 
ever I had I have given up for you; I have spurned all that was to be mine, that You might make Your home in my 
heart. Do not forsake me now, smitten with such great longing, whose consuming desire is to be amongst those 
who love you. Grant me to love You, to rest in You, that in Your kingdom I may be worthy to appear before You 
world without end. 


Richard Rolle of Hampole (1290 - 1349) 
Clifton Wolters (trans.) The Fire of Love, Penguin, 1972. pp52 - 53. 


G ood Jesus, scourge me, wound me, slay me, burn me; do with me here and now whatever in Your goodness You 
decide; that in the days to come I may know and feel not evil but Your love—and that, for ever! To be despised, 
rejected, insulted by all, for Your sake, is sweeter to me than to be called the brother of any earthly monarch, 
honoured among men, and praised by all. In this present life I would know misery as my lot in every place, if 
I might be spared by You, my God, these things in the others! It is here I would suffer, and be put right; Christ 
grant me this now in the present, if I may not otherwise escape punishment in the future! 


Richard Rolle of Hampole (1290 - 1349) 
Clifton Wolters (trans.) The Fire of Love, Penguin, 1972. pp69 - 70. 


MM y God, my love, pour Yourself over me like the sweetest honey poured over a bitter fruit. Let Your sweetness 
penetrate my soul. Let Your delicious love heal my spiritual wounds. My poor heart desire only You. My soul pants 
for You, my whole being thirsts for You. Yet You will not reveal Yourself to me. You shun me; You look away; You 
pass me by. You even laugh at my innocent suffering. Those whose You choose as Your lovers, You lift high above 
all worldly desire. You make them capable of loving You. You teach them how to sing Your praises. You give them 
the joy of knowing Your sweetness. Come to me, dear God, make me Your lover. I have sacrificed everything for 
Your love. I have turned my heart into a home for You. Let me welcome You into myself. Make me a worYour 
bride. 

Richard Rolle of Hampole (1290 - 1349) 


OC Holy God, in Whom is all goodness, Whose pity and mercy made Thee to descend from the high throne down 
into this world, the valley of woe and weeping, and here to take our nature, and in that nature to suffer pain and 
death, to bring our souls to Thy Kingdom. Merciful Lord, forgive us all our sins that we have done, thought, 
and said. O glorious Trinity, send us cleanness of heart and purity of soul; restore us with Thy Holy Spirit, and 
strengthen us with Thy might, that we may always withstand evil temptations. Comfort us with Thy Holy Ghost, 
and fulfill us with grace and charity, that we may henceforth live virtuously and love Thee with all our heart, with 
all our might, and with all our soul, so that we may never offend Thee, but ever follow Thy pleasure in will, word, 
thought, and deed. Now grant us this, good Lord, that art Infinite, which eternally shall endure; through Jesus 
Christ, Thy Son. 


Richard Rolle of Hampole (1290 - 1349) 
S.F. Fox, A chain of prayer across the ages: forty centuries of prayer, 2000 B.C.-A.D. 1912, Toronto: Bell and Cockburn (1913) 


OC everlasting Love, 
enflame my soul with the love of God, so that nothing but His embraces may set my heart on fire. 
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O good Jesus, who shall make me to feel You here, who may not now be either felt nor seen? 

O pour out of Your very self into the depths of my soul. Enter my heart and fill it with Your sweetness. Refresh 
my mind with the strong wine of Your love, that, forgetting all ills, scornful of vain imaginations, and having only 
You, I may be glad and rejoice in Jesus my God. Leave me not, most sweet Lord, but stay with me forever; for in 
Your presence alone is my only comfort, and apart from You I am heavy with sorrow. 


O Holy Spirit, You who breathe upon whom You want enter into me and draw me up to Yourself. Transform the 
nature which Thou hast given me by Your grace, that my heart, filled with Your joy, may despise the things of this 
world. May she receive spiritual gifts from You, the Giver, and entering by happiness into light unspeakable be all 
consumed by holy love. Bum up my inward parts and all my heart with the fire that bums forever on Thine altar! 


Come, I pray, sweet and true joy! 
Come, most sweet and most desired! 
Come, my Beloved, my only comfort! Enter a soul that longs for You. 


Enflame with Your divine fire all my heart; 
enlighten my inmost parts with Your radiant light; 
feed me with Love until I want no more. 


Richard Rolle of Hampole (1290 - 1349) 
H. A. Reinhold, The soul afire: Revelations of the mystics, Meridian: New York 1960, pp. 154 - 155 


M y song is a sighing, my life is spent in longing for the sight of my King, so fair in His brightness. 

So fair in Thy beauty! Lead me to Thy light, and feed me on Thy love! 

Make me to grow swiftly in love and be Thou Thyself my prize. 

When wilt Thou come, Jesus my joy, to save me from care and give Thyself to me, that I may see Thee evermore? 
Could I but come to Thee, all my desires were fulfilled. 

I seek nothing but Thee alone, who art all my desire. 

Jesus, my Saviour! My comforter! Flower of all beauty! My help and my succour! When may I see Thee in Thy 
majesty? When wilt Thou call me? I languish for Thy presence, to see Thee above all things. 


Richard Rolle of Hampole (1290 - 1349) 
H. A. Reinhold, The soul afire: Revelations of the mystics, Meridian: New York 1960, pp. 267-268. 


G ood Jesus, scourge me, wound me, slay me, burn me; do with me here and now whatever in Your goodness You 
decide; that in the days to come I may know and feel not evil but Your love - and that, for ever! To be despised, 
rejected, insulted by all, for Your sake, is sweeter to me than to be called the brother of any earthly monarch, 
honoured among men, and praised by all. 

Richard Rolle of Hampole (1290 - 1349) 


Death, why do You delay?... Yes, I burn, I pant for you. If you come I will be safe. Ravished though I be with 
love, yet I still cannot enjoy fully what I so desperately want; not until I taste that joy you are going to give me. For 
if I must, or rather because I must, like all my forbears, pass your gate, I beg you do not delay too long, do not be 
too far off. You can see how I am pining because of love, how I am longing to die, how I am aflame for you. Not, 
of course, for your sake, but for the Savior’s, my Jesus, on whom, once I have got what I want from you, I hope to 
gaze eternally. 

Richard Rolle of Hampole (1290 - 1349) 


M y song is a sighing, my life is spent in longing for the sight of my King, so fair in His brightness. So fair in 
Your beauty! Lead me to Your light, and feed me on Your love! Make me to grow swiftly in love and be Thou 
yourself my prize. When wilt Thou come, Jesus my joy, to save me from care and give yourself to me, that I may 
see You evermore? Could I but come to You, ail my desires were fulfilled. I seek nothing but You alone, who art 
all my desire. Jesus my Saviour! My comforter! Flower of all beauty! My help and my succour! When may I see 
You in Your majesty? When wilt Thou call me? I languish for Your presence, to see You above all things. 

Richard Rolle of Hampole (1290 - 1349) 


Gi everlasting Love, enflame my soul with the love of God, so that nothing but His embraces may set my heart 
on fire. O good Jesus, who shall make me to feel You here, who may not now be either felt nor seen? O pour 
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out of Your very self into the depths of my soul. Enter my heart and fill it with Your sweetness. Refresh my mind 
with the strong wine of Your love, that, forgetting all ills, scornful of vain imaginations, and having only You, I 
may be glad and rejoice in Jesus my God. Leave me not, most sweet Lord, but stay with me forever; for in Your 
presence alone is my only comfort, and apart from You I am heavy with sorrow. O Holy Spirit, You who breathe 
upon whom You want enter into me and draw me up to yourself. Transform the nature which Thou hast given me 
by Your grace, that my heart, filled with Your joy, may despise the things of this world. May she receive spiritual 
gifts from You, the Giver, and entering by happiness into light unspeakable be all consumed by holy love. Bum up 
my inward parts and all my heart with the fire that bums forever on Thine altar! Come, I pray, sweet and true 
joy! Come, most sweet and most desired! Come, my Beloved, my only comfort! Enter a soul that longs for you. 
Enflame with Your divine fire all my heart; enlighten my inmost parts with Your radiant light; feed me with Love 
until I want no more. 

Richard Rolle of Hampole (1290 - 1349) 


H ow deep will I delve to know you? How empty will I be to hold you? How quiet will I be to perceive you? How 
humble will I be to reach you? How free will I be to accept you? How open will I be to receive you? How true will 
I be to love you? How willing is this heart of mine to pay the price to be one with you? 

Richard Rolle of Hampole (1290 - 1349) 


@ AMil-transcendent God (What other name describes You?) what words can sing Your praises? No word does You 
justice. What mind can probe Your secrets? No mind can encompass You. You alone are beyond the power of 
speech, yet all that we speak stems from You. You alone are beyond the power of thought, yet all that we can 
conceive springs from You. All things proclaim You, those endowed with reason and those bereft of it. All the 
expectations and pain of the world coalesce in You. All things utter a prayer to You, a silent hymn composed by 
You. You sustain everything that exists, and all things move together at Your command. You are the goal of all that 
exists. You are one, and You are all, yet You are none of the things that exist, neither a part nor the whole. You 
can avail Yourself of any name; how shall I call You, the only unnamable? All-transcendent God! 


St. Gregory Nazianzen of Constantinople 


OC pen, O doors and bolts of my heart, that Christ the King of Glory may enter! Enter, O my Light, and enlighten 
my darkness; Enter, O my Life, and quicken my deadness; Enter, O my Physician, and heal my wounds; Enter, O 
Divine Fire, and burn up the thorns of my sins; Ignite my inward parts and my heart with the flame of Your love; 
Enter, O my King, and destroy in me the kingdom of sin; Sit on the throne of my heart and alone reign in me, O, 
my King and my Lord! 

St. Dimitri of Rostov (1654 - 1709) 


Ba confess to the Lord my God and before You, venerable father, all my countless sins, committed by me unto 
this very day and hour, in deed, word, and thought. I sin daily and hourly by my lack of gratitude toward God 
for His great and countless blessings and His constant watchfulness over me. I have sinned through: idle talking, 
making fun of others, telling inappropriate jokes or laughing at those of others, speaking irreverently, cursing, 
swearing, slandering others, gossiping, and all other worthless speech. I have overeaten, drunk too much, or 
have dwelt immoderately upon food or drink in my thoughts. I have been proud, judged and criticized others, 
been stubborn, hardhearted, vainglorious, self-willed and disobedient. I have excused my sins while magnifying 
the sins of others, been ambitious, and thought too highly of myself. I have sinned through anger, arguing with 
others (in my thoughts and in person), being contentious, irritable, impatient, quicker to speak than to listen, and 
remembering wrongs committed against myself or others. I have sinned through lustful and impure thoughts, 
motivations, desires, glances, words, speech, and actions. I have envied others, greedily desired that which God 
has not given me, and lacked faith in God’s providential care for me. I have been inattentive, indifferent, careless, 
rendered evil for evil, been embittered, light minded — not taking seriously the spiritual warfare that constantly 
surrounds me; I have tempted others and been dishonest. I have allowed despondency to plague me, having 
negative or hopeless thoughts. I have doubted the love of God for me. I have thought or said inappropriate or 
blasphemous things about God, His Mother, the saints, or those within the Church. I have been absent from divine 
services because of laziness and carelessness, absentminded at prayer both in church and at home. I have skipped 
my prayer rule and the reading of Scriptures for dishonorable reasons. I have been lazy or procrastinated, not 
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doing the work allotted for the day. My merciful Lord, I have sinned in deed, word, and thought; in sight, hearing, 
smell, taste, touch and the rest of my mental and physical senses; of all my sins I repent and beg forgiveness. 
I also repent and ask forgiveness for all those sins that I have not confessed because of their multitude and my 
forgetfulness. Forgive and absolve me, venerable father, and bless me to commune of the holy and life creating 
Mysteries of Christ unto the remission of sins and life everlasting. 

St. Dimitri of Rostov (1654 - 1709) 


G ome, my Light and illumine my darkness. Come, my Life and revive me from death. Come, my Physician and 
heal my wounds. Come, flame of divine love and burn up the thorns of my sins, kindling my heart with the flame 
of Your love. Come, my King, sit upon the throne of my heart and reign there, for You alone are my King and 
my Lord. 

St. Dimitri of Rostov (1654 - 1709) 


On, my God, I want to love you not that I might gain eternal heaven nor escape eternal hell but, Lord, to love you 
just because you are my God. 


Grant me to give to you and not to count the cost, to fight for you and not to mind the wounds, to labor and to ask 
for no reward except the knowledge that I serve my God. 
St. Ignatius Loyola (1491-1556) 


OC living Light, O heavenly Sun, the source from whence proceed all those beams of light which illuminate the 
souls of the saints, flooding them with an effulgence of celestial radiance, let me be engulfed and lose myself in 
You! May I forget myself and leave myself; may 1 strip myself of all love of creatures to love You alone, my Creator 
and my God. May I leave both creatures and myself in order to attach myself only to You, my Lord and my God. 
May I see You alone in the whole of creation, serving You and You only, reposing and rejoicing for ever in Your 
most holy will. 

St. Ignatius Loyola (1491-1556) 


TFT ake and receive all my liberty, my memory, my understanding, and my entire will, all I have and call my own. 
You have given all to me, To You, Lord, I return it. Everything is Yours; do with it what You will. Give me only 
Your love and Your grace; that is enough for me. 

St. Ignatius Loyola (1491-1556) 


CO Christ Jesus, when all is darkness and we feel our weakness and helplessness, give me the sense of Your 
presence, Your love, and Your strength. Help me to have perfect trust in Your protecting love and strengthening 
power, so that nothing may frighten or worry me, for, living close to You, we shall see Your hand, Your purpose, 
Your will through all things. 

St. Ignatius Loyola (1491-1556) 


aie ake, Lord, all my freedom. Take my memory, my understanding, and all my will. Whatever I have or possess, 
You have granted to me. All this I give back to You and I wholly hand over to Your will all rule. May You give me 
only a love of You, along with Your grace, and I am rich enough, nor do I ask for anything more. 

St. Ignatius Loyola (1491-1556) 


OC Christ Jesus, when all is darkness, and I feel my weakness and helplessness, give me the sense of Your presence, 
Your love, and Your strength. Help me to have perfect trust in Your protecting love and strengthening power, so 
that nothing may frighten or worry me, for living close to You, I shall see Your hand, Your purpose, Your will 
through all things. 

St. Ignatius Loyola (1491-1556) 
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G od, You gave the Virgin Mary a share of the passion of Your Son and in the glory of his resurrection. Turn our 
eyes to look on Christ so that we may seek the reign of God on earth and enter into everlasting life, to be one 
with St. Mary, our Mother. We ask this through Christ. 

St. Ignatius Loyola (1491-1556) 


KH elp me “because of Your goodness, O Lord.” “I have sought Your face; Your face, Lord, will I seek. Turn not 

Your face from me.” Lift me up from myself to you. Cleanse, heal, sharpen,“enlighten the eye” of my soul so that I 

may look upon you. Let my soul gather its strength, and let it once more strive with all its understanding to reach 
You, O Lord. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 

Thomas Williams, Anselm: Basic writing, Hackett Publishing (2007). p. 91. 


G ome, O Lord my God, teach my heart where and how to seek You, where and how to find You. Lord, if You are 
not here, where shall I seek You, since You are absent? But if You are everywhere, why do I not see You, since You 
are present? Truly "You dwell in unapproachable light.” And where is this "unapproachable light"? How am I to 
approach an unapproachable light? Who will lead me into it, so that I can see You in it? And by what signs am I to 
seek You? Under what aspect? I have never seen You, O Lord my God; I do not know Your face. What shall he do, 
O Lord Most High? What shall he do, this distant exile from You? What shall Your servant do, deeply troubled by 
his love for You and "banished far from Your face"? He longs to see You, but Your face is too far away from him. 
He desires to approach Your presence, but Your dwelling is unapproachable. He wants to find You, but he does not 
know where You are. He aspires to seek You, but he does not know Your face. Lord, You are my God, and You 
are my Lord, but I have never seen You.You have made me and remade me, You have given me every good thing 
that is mine, and still, I do not know You. I was created so that I might see You, but I have not yet done what I was 
created to do. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 


H ow long, O Lord? How long, O Lord, will You forget me? How long will You turn Your face from me? When 
will You look favorably upon me and hear me? When will You enlighten our eyes and show me Your face? When 
will You give Yourself to me again? Look favorably upon me, O Lord; hear me, enlighten me, show Yourself to me. 
Give Yourself to me again, that it might go well for me; for without You it goes so badly for me. Take pity upon 
our toils and strivings after You, for without You we can do nothing. You call me; come to our aid. I beseech You, 
Lord: let me not sigh in despair, but let me breathe hopefully again. I beseech You, Lord: my heart is made bitter 
with its desolation; sweeten it with Your consolation. I beseech You, Lord: in my hunger, I began to seek You; let 
me not depart from You empty. I have come to You starving; let me not leave unsatisfied. I have come as a beggar 
to one who is rich, as a pitiful wretch to one who has pity; let me not go back penniless and despised. If indeed 
“I sigh before I eat,” grant that I might eat after I sigh. Lord, I am bent double; I can only look down. Raise me 
up so that I can turn my gaze upwards. “My sins are heaped up over my head” and entangle me; “like a heavy 
burden” they weigh me down. Extricate me; lift my burdens, “lest like a pit they swallow me up.” Let me look up 
at Your light, whether from afar or from the depths. Teach me how to seek You, and show Yourself to me when I 
seek. For I cannot seek You unless You teach me how, and I cannot find You unless You show Yourself to me. Let 
me seek You in desiring You; let me desire You in seeking You. Let me find You in loving You; let me love You in 
finding You. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 
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O Lord my God, You who have fashioned and refashioned me, tell my longing soul what You are besides what 
it has seen, that it might see purely what it longs to see. It strives to see more, but beyond what it has already 
seen it sees nothing but darkness. Or rather, it does not see darkness, for in You there is no darkness; it sees 
that it cannot see more because of its own darkness. Why is this, Lord? Why is this? Is its eye darkened by its 
own infirmity, or is it dazzled by Your splendour? Surely it is both darkened in itself and dazzled by You. Indeed 
it is both obscured by its own littleness and overwhelmed by Your vastness. Truly it is both pinched by its own 
narrowness and vanquished by Your fullness. How great is that light, for from it flashes every truth that enlightens 
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the rational mind! How full is that truth, for in it is everything that is true, and outside it is only nothingness and 
falsehood! How vast it is, for in one glance it sees all created things, and it sees by whom and through whom and 
how they were created from nothing! What purity, what simplicity, what certainty and splendour are there! Truly 
it is more than any creature can understand. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 


OC supreme and unapproachable light, O complete and blessed truth, how far You are from me while I am so close 
to You! How far You are from my sight while I am so present to Yours! You are wholly present everywhere, and 
yet I do not see You. In You, I move, and in You, I have my being, and yet I cannot approach Your presence. You 
are within me and all around me, and yet I do not perceive You. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 


.C God, I pray that I will know and love You that I might rejoice in You. And if I cannot do so fully in this life, I 


pray that I might grow day by day until my joy comes to fullness. Let the knowledge of You grow in me here, and 
there let it be full. Let Your love grow in me here, and there let it be full, so that my joy here is great in hope, 
and my joy there is full in reality. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 


F am desperate for Your love, Lord. My heart is aflame with fervent passion. When I remember the good things 
You have done, my heart burns with desire to embrace You. I thirst for You; I hunger for You; I long for You; I 
sigh for You. I am jealous of Your love. What can I say to You? What can I do to You? Where shall I seek You? 
I am sick for Your love. The joy of my heart turns to dust. My happy laughter is reduced to ashes. I want You. 
I hope for You. My soul is like a window, bereft of You. Turn to me, and see my tears. Come now, Lord, and I 
will be comforted. Show me Your face, and I shall be saved. Enter my room, and I shall be satisfied. Reveal Your 
beauty, and my joy will be complete. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 


MM y God and my Lord, my hope and the joy of my heart, tell my soul whether this is that joy of which You tell 
me through Your Son,“Ask and You shall receive, that Your joy may be full.” For I have found a joy that is full 
and more than full. Indeed, when the heart, the mind, the soul, and the whole human being are filled with that 
joy, there will still remain joy beyond measure. The whole of that joy will therefore not enter into those who 
rejoice; instead, those who rejoice will enter wholly into that joy. Speak, Lord, tell Your servant inwardly in his 
heart whether this is the joy into which Your servants will enter who “enter into the joy of the Lord.” But surely 
the joy with which Your chosen ones will rejoice is something “no eye has seen, nor ear heard, nor has it entered 
into the human heart.” Therefore, Lord, I have not yet expressed or conceived how greatly Your blessed ones will 
rejoice. They will indeed rejoice as much as they love, and they will love as much as they know. How much will 
they know You then, Lord, and how much will they love You? Truly in this life “eye has not seen, nor has ear 
heard, nor has it entered into the human heart” how much they will love and know You in that life. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 


ae ord, I have sought Your face; Your face, Lord, will I seek; hide not Your face from me. Raise me from myself 
to You. Cleanse, heal, make keen, illuminate the eyes of my inner being, so that I may see You. Let my soul gather 
together all its powers, and direct its whole understanding toward You, Lord. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 


-F till, O Lord, You are hidden from my soul in Your light and happiness, and so it still lives in its darkness and 
misery. It looks around, but it does not see Your beauty. It listens, but it does not hear Your harmony. It smells, 
but it does not perceive Your fragrance. It tastes, but it does not know Your savor. It touches, but it does not sense 
Your softness. For You have these qualities in You, O Lord God, in Your own ineffable way; and You have given 
them in their own perceptible way to the things You created. But the senses of my soul have been stiffened, dulled, 
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and obstructed by the longstanding weakness of my sins. 
St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 


me ord, teach my heart where and how to find You. You have made me and re-made me, and You have bestowed 
on me all the good things I possess, and still I do not know You. I have not yet done that for which I was made. 
Teach me to seek You, for I cannot seek You unless You teach me, or find You unless You show Yourself to me. 
Let me seek You in my desire; let me desire You in my seeking. Let me find You by loving You; let me love You 
when I find You. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 


Gi God, You are life, Wisdom, Truth, Bounty, and Blessedness, the Eternal, the only true Good. My God and my 
Lord, You are my hope and my heart's joy. I confess, with thanksgiving, that You has made me in Your image, that 
I may direct all my thoughts to You, and love You. Lord, make me to know You aright, that I may more and more 
love, enjoy, and possess You. And since, in the life here below, I cannot fully attain this blessedness, let it at least 
grow in me day by day, until it all be fulfilled at last in the life to come. Here be the knowledge of You increases, 
and there let it be perfected. Here let my love of You grow, and there let it ripen; that my joy being here great in 
hope and there in fruition be made perfect. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 


W love You, O our God; and we desire to love You more and more. Grant to me that we may love You as much 
as we desire, and as much as we ought. O dearest Friend, who has so loved and saved me, the thought of whom is 
so sweet and always growing sweeter, come with Christ and dwell in our hearts; then You will keep a watch over 
our lips, our steps, our deeds, and we shall not need to be anxious either for our souls or our bodies. Give me love, 
sweetest of all gifts, which knows no enemy. Give me in our hearts pure love, born of Your love to me, that we 
may love others as You love me. O most loving Father of Jesus Christ, from whom flows all love, let our hearts, 
frozen in sin, cold to You and cold to others, be warmed by this divine fire. So help and bless me in Your Son. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 


SF ord, my heart is before You. I try, but by myself I can do nothing; do what I cannot. Admit me into the inner 
room of Your love. I ask, I seek, I knock. You who make me seek, make me receive; You who gave the seeking, 
give the finding; You who taught the knocking, open to my knock. By You I have desire; by You let me have 
fulfilment. Cleave to him, my soul, and never leave off. Good Lord, do not reject me; I faint with hunger for Your 
love; refresh me with it. Let me be filled with Your love, rich in Your affection, completely held in Your care. Take 
me and posses me wholly, who with the father and Holy Spirit are alone blessed to ages of ages. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 


W vat are You, Lord, what are You; what shall my heart understand You to be? You are, assuredly, life, You are 
wisdom, You are truth, You are goodness, You are blessedness, You are eternity, and You are every true good. These 
are many things, and my limited understanding cannot see them all in one single glance so as to delight in all at 
once. How then, Lord, are You all these things? Are they parts of You, or rather, is each one of these wholly what 
You are? For whatever is made up of parts is not absolutely one, but in a sense many and other than itself, and it 
can be broken up either actually or by the mind - all of which things are foreign to You.... Therefore there are no 
parts in You, Lord, neither are You many, but You are so much one and the same with Yourself that in nothing You 
are dissimilar with Yourself. Indeed You are unity itself not divisible by any mind. Life and wisdom and the other 
[attributes] then, are not parts of You, but all are one and each one of them is wholly what You are and what all the 
others are. Since, then, neither You nor Your eternity which You are have parts, no part of You or of Your eternity 
is anywhere or at any time, but You exist as a whole everywhere and Your eternity exists as a whole always. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 


98. G ome now, O Lord my God. Teach my heart where and how to seek You, where and how to find You. Lord, if 
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You are not here, where shall I seek You, since You are absent? But if You are everywhere, why do I not see You, 
since You are present? Truly "You dwell in unapproachable light.” And where is this "unapproachable light"? How 
am I to approach an unapproachable light? Who will lead me into it, so that I can see You in it? And by what signs 
am I to seek You? Under what aspect? I have never seen You, O Lord my God; I do not know Your face. What 
shall he do, O Lord Most High? What shall he do, this distant exile from You? What shall Your servant do, deeply 
troubled by his love for You and "banished far from Your face"? He longs to see You, but Your face is too far away 
from him. He desires to approach Your presence, but Your dwelling is unapproachable. He wants to find You, but 
he does not know where You are. He aspires to seek You, but he does not know Your face. Lord, You are my God, 
and You are my Lord. 

St. Anselm of CanterburyA. Hyman et al., Philosophy in the Middle Ages, Hackett Publishing (2007). p. 161. 


H ow long, O Lord? How long, O Lord, will You forget me? How long will You turn Your face from me? When 
will You look favourably upon me and hear me? When will You “enlighten our eyes” and show me Your face? 
When will You give Yourself to me again? Look favourably upon me, O Lord; hear me, enlighten me, show Yourself 
to me. Give Yourself to me again, that it might go well for me; for without You it goes so badly for me. Take pity 
upon our toils and strivings after You, for without You we can do nothing. You call me; come to our aid. I beseech 
You, Lord: let me not sigh in despair, but let me breathe hopefully again. I beseech You, Lord: my heart is made 
bitter with its desolation; sweeten it with Your consolation. I beseech You, Lord: in my hunger I began to seek You; 
let me not depart from You empty. I have come to You starving; let me not leave unsatisfied. I have come as a 
beggar to one who is rich, as a pitiful wretch to one who has pity; let me not go back penniless and despised. Let 
me look up at Your light, whether from afar or from the depths. Teach me how to seek You, and show Yourself to 
me when I seek. For I cannot seek You unless You teach me how, and I cannot find You unless You show Yourself 
to me. Let me seek You in desiring You; let me desire You in seeking You. Let me find You in loving You; let me 
love You in finding You. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 


Fam frightened of living, Lord. My whole life seems sinful or sterile. Any fruits I bear are either false or rotten. 
Nothing I do seems pleasing to You. I am a barren tree that deserves to be chopped down, cut up and burnt. I 
bear only the sharp and bitter thorns of sin. If only those thorns could prick me into repentance. Inside me my 
conscience burns. I dare not show myself, yet I have nowhere to hide. What will happen to me? Who will protect 
me from Your wrath? Where can I find safety? Lord, You are my judge in whose hands I tremble. Yet You also 
are the one who can save me. Though I fear You, I trust You. Though I want to flee from You, I flee toward You. 
Jesus, Jesus, deal with me according to Your love. Jesus, Jesus, forget the sin by which I have provoked You, and 
see only the misery which invokes You. Most kind Lord, confirm in all that belongs to You, and cast away all that 
is alien to You. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033-1109) 


SF ord, my heart is before You. I try, but by myself I can do nothing; do what I cannot. Admit me into the inner 
room of Your love. I ask, I seek, I knock. You who make me seek, make me receive; You who gave the seeking, 
give the finding; You who taught the knocking, open to my knock. By You I have desire; by You let me have 
fulfilment. Cleave to him, my soul, and never leave off. Good Lord, do not reject me; I faint with hunger for Your 
love; refresh me with it. Let me be filled with Your love, rich in Your affection, completely held in Your care. Take 
me and posses me wholly, who with the father and Holy Spirit are alone blessed to ages of ages. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033 - 1109) 


MN ow do I fly to You, O merciful Father, knowing that Thou art my only refuge from Yourself. Who can deliver 
me from Your Hands but Thou only? Your mercy can deliver me— the mercy which I have not only demerited 
but resisted and rebelled against - can deliver me from Your all-just anger, which I have so wretchedly and so 
gratuitously provoked. Deign, therefore, to receive me, O Lord, now that I return to You. Turn away, I pray You, 
Your all-holy eyes from my foulnesses and my ingratitudes; and bend them on Yourself, from whom none ever 
asks forgiveness without hope of winning it. In Yourself wilt Thou find at once the source and the justification of 
any mercy Thou mayest show, according to the abundance of Your sweetness and the immensity of Your mercy. 
Do not, I pray You, look upon me; for in me Thou wilt find nothing but what well deserves Your wrath, or is all 
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worthy of eternal death. Then turn away Your holy eyes, O Lord, from the sight of all that is so base and vile in 
me;... O merciful Father, turn, turn to that Fountain of Mercy, whose mercy knows no measure and no end, and 
so look upon me Your creature with merciful and tender regard. I am Your creature, O Lord, and the work of Your 
hands. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033 - 1109) 


A hou art my living God, my holy Christ, my merciful Lord, my great King, my good Shepherd, my Teacher of 
truth, my seasonable help, my Beloved beautiful beyond all men, my living Bread, my Priest for ever, my Guide and 
Leader to my fatherland, my true light, my heavenly sweetness, my straight way, my wisdom full of illumination, my 
stainless simplicity, my peacemaking reconciliation, my safe protection, my good portion, my everlasting salvation, 
my great compassion, my all-enduring patience, my immaculate Victim, my holy redemption, my unfailing hope, 
my perfect charity, my holy resurrection, my eternal life, my exultation, and my most blessed life, Who shalt endure 
for evermore. You I beseech, implore, and beg, that Thou wouldest complete the work Your mercy has begun in 
me;... O God, Thou Fount and Origin, Bestower and Preserver of all virtues, increase in me, I beseech You, true 
faith, unfailing hope, and perfect charity; profound humility, invincible patience, and perpetual chastity of body and 
of mind. Give me prudence, justice, fortitude, and temperance; discretion in all things, and a watchful sensibility, 
that I may wisely make discernment between good and evil, between the right hand and the left. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033 - 1109) 


-S uffer me therefore, O Lord Jesus Christ, to gaze on Your unspeakable mercy, and to tell abroad Your sweetness 
and goodness towards the sinful and the wretched. I have said it already, but O, it delights me much, whenever 
fit occasion offers, to make remembrance of Your sweetness and Your grace to sinners, and to say how great they 
are. For, out of love for sinners and for their redemption— not merely sinners who are sinners more or less, but 
sinners who are sinful beyond measure, if only they repent— Thou camest down from the Bosom of the Father, 
Thou didst enter the Virgin’s womb, didst take true flesh of her, and living in the world didst call all sinners to 
penance, at last didst endure the gibbet of the Cross for them, and dying thus according to the flesh, didst restore 
to them the life which by their sin they had justly lost. Therefore, when I consider the evil deeds that I have done, 
I am sure that I shall be lost, if Thou shouldest please to judge me according to my deserts; but, when I consider 
that death of Thine which Thou didst undergo for the redemption of sinners, I do not despair of Your mercy. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033 - 1109) 


A nd now I return to You, most sweet Creator and most kind Redeemer, who hast made me and remade me; and 
with lowly prayers I supplicate Your pity, that Thou wouldest teach my heart to consider with life-giving fear and 
salutary alarms, in how loathsome and deplorable plight my flesh must be given over after death a prey to worms 
and putrefaction, bereft of the breath that now inspires it. Where then will be the beauty, if any it have, of which 
it boasts now? Where the exquisite delights it revels in? Where its pampered limbs? Will not the prophet’s word 
then have its true fulfillment: ‘All flesh is grass, and all the glory thereof as the flower of the field’? (Is. 40:6.) ... 
The whole frame and structure of the body, for the health, the comfort, and the pleasure of which almost every 
thought stands minister, will be dissolved into putrefaction and the worm, and last of all, vile dust. Where then 
the proud neck? Where the ornaments, the dress, the varied dainties? They are vanished, and gone like a dream; 
gone all of them, never to return; and I, their poor, poor votary, left behind. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033 - 1109) 


FZ edeemer and Savior, ‘Draw me after You. Let not the world’s charms entice me, but the sweetness of Thine own 
most blessed love allure me. Time was I was drawn by my own vanity; but now let Your truth draw me, draw me 
after You. Draw me, for Thou hast drawn; keep me, for Thou hast laid hold of me. Thou didst draw me to redeem, 
draw me to save. Thou didst draw me in Your pity, draw me to Your bliss. Thou didst lay hold of me, appearing 
among me made Man for me; keep me, keep me, now that Thou rulest over heaven exalted above the angels. It is 
Your word, Your promise. Thou hast promised, saying: ‘And I, if I be lifted up from the earth, will draw all things 
to Myself’. Draw me now, therefore, Thou so mightily exalted, even as Thou hast allured me, so compassionately 
humbled. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033 - 1109) 
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if esus, Jesus; for the sake of this Your Name, deal with me according to this Name. Jesus, Jesus; forget Your 
proud provoker, and bend Thine eye upon the poor invoker of Your Name, the Name so sweet, the Name so dear, 
the Name so full of comfort to a sinner, and so full of blessed hope. For what is Jesus but Saviour? Therefore, 
Jesus, for Thine own self’s sake be a Jesus to me; Thou who formedst me, that I perish not; who redeemedst me, 
that Thou condemn me not; who createdst me by Your goodness, that Your handiwork perish not by my iniquity. 
Recognize and own, Beignets, what is Thine; take away what is another’s. Jesus, Jesus mercy on me, while the day 
of mercy lasts, that Thou damn me not in the day of judgment. For what profit shalt Thou have in my blood, if I 
go down into eternal corruption? ‘For the dead shall not praise You, O Lord, nor any of them that go down to hell’ 
(Ps. 103:17). If Thou fold me in the wide, wide Bosom of Your mercy, that Bosom will be none the less wide on 
my account. Therefore admit me, O most desired Jesus, admit me into the number of Thine elect; that with them I 
may praise You, and enjoy You, and make my boast in You amongst all who love Your Name; who with the Father 
and the Holy Ghost reignest gloriously throughout unending ages. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033 - 1109) 


W vat shall 1 say? What shall I do? Where shall I go? Where shall I seek him? Where and when shall I find 
him? Whom shall I ask? Who will tell me of my beloved? ‘For I am sick from love’. The joy of my heart fails me; 
my heart and my flesh fail me; but God is the strength of my heart, my portion forever. My soul refuses comfort, 
unless from You, my dear. Whom have I in heaven but You, and what do I desire upon earth beside You? I want 
You, I hope for You, I seek You; to You my heart has said, seek my face; Your face, Lord, have I sought; turn not 
Your face from me. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033 - 1109) 


OC Lord, You are my Lord and my God, yet I have never seen You. You have created and redeemed me, and have 
conferred on me all my goods, yet I know You not. I was created in order that I might know You, but I have not 
yet attained the goal of my creation. I confess, O Lord, and give You thanks, that You have created me in Your 
image, so that I might be mindful of You and contemplate You and love You. I seek not to understand in order that 
I may believe; rather, I believe in order that I may understand. 

St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033 - 1109) 


MM y prayer is but a cold affair, Lord, because my love burns with so small a flame, but you who are rich in mercy 
will not mete out to them your gifts according to the dullness of my zeal, but as Your kindness is above all human 
love so let your eagerness to hear be greater than the feeling in my prayers. Do this for them and with them, 
Lord, so that they may speed according to your will and thus ruled and protected by you, always and everywhere, 
may they come at last to glory and eternal rest, through you who are living and reigning God, through all ages 
St. Anselm of Canterbury (1033 - 1109), prayer for his friends 


Let me be possessed by love, mounting above myself, through excessive fervor and admiration. Let me sing the 
song of Love; let me follow You, my Beloved, on high; let my soul spend itself in Your praise, rejoicing through 
love. Let me love You more than myself, nor love myself but for You: and in You all that truly love You, as the law 
of Love commented, shining out of Yourself. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


M ost kind Jesus, grant me Your grace so that it may be with me and work with me and remain with me to the 
end. Grant me this: always to desire and to want what is most acceptable and pleasing to you. Let Your will be 
mine, and let my will always follow yours and be in perfect accord with it. Let what I want always be what You 
want, and let me not want anything that You do not want. 


Grant that nothing in the world might be as important to me as You are, and for Your sake grant that I may serve 
You with deep humility and love, caring little for recognition or honor. Grant above all else, that I may rest in You 
and that my heart may find peace in you. You are the heart's true peace; You are its only rest. Apart from You 
everything is hard and uneasy. Only in this peace that is You, highest and eternal Good, do I find sleep and take 
my rest. 
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St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


x ord Jesus Christ, You alone are my hope and my refuge. You are my best solace in times of trouble and my 
trusted guide in times of perplexity and uncertainty. Therefore, today, I renounce all things in this passing world 
for the sake of Your love. I earnestly aspire to fulfill this resolution to the honor and glory of Your holy name. I 
shall henceforth prefer Your love to all my other attachments, whether to friends, parents, relatives, or all those 
who are dear to my heart. I renounce all earthly property, all castles, lands, mountains and valleys. I renounce all 
the rivers and flowing streams, the fields and meadows, the verdant woods and towering forests. I renounce all 
the beautiful buildings and majestic edifices raised up by human hands. I renounce all instruments of music, all 
flutes, harps and lyres, and every melody known to mortals. I renounce the rose, the orchid, the lotus, the lily, and 
every terrestrial flower, together with all their sweet and varied fragrances. I renounce all jokes, feasts, festivities, 
conversations, discussions, rumors and gossip. I renounce all riches, all cares, and all dignities. O Lord, I renounce 
for the sake of our love everything that can tempt and bind my soul, everything that can distract it, and render 
it impure and divided. Yes, today I choose You, O God, as my protector! Govern and direct my life and provide 
for all my needs. Console me in all sorrows and afflictions, and give me strength in my labors, together with the 
wisdom and fortitude to resist temptations. Let Your grace assist me in everything I must do and undergo, for the 
sake of love of You and for the sake of the salvation of my soul. O God, You are my true home, my refuge and 
my fortress. You are my food, my drink, and my rest. You are my beloved companion, my truest friend. You are 
my brother and sister, my Father and patron. You are the shepherd and guardian of my life. To You, O Lord, I 
therefore commend all that I am and all that I have. For apart from You, there is no salvation. Without You, there 
is no life. “May Your mercy come upon me, O Lord” (Psalm 33:22). May Your grace be my constant companion. 
May Your vigilant eye keep watch over me day and night. May Your all-powerful hand protect me from the foes 
and perils which threaten both from the right and from the left. Lead me along the right path, O Lord, into the 
celestial dwelling place of Your infinite glory. There, let me praise and bless Your holy name for ages unending. 


St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 
St. Thomas 4 Kempis, Humility and the Elevation of the Mind to God, TAN Books (2021) 


gL bless You, Father in heaven, Father of my Lord, Jesus Christ, for You have seen fit to remember me in my 
poverty. O Father of mercies and God of all consolation, I thank you for sometimes renewing my life with Your 
consolations, I who am so unworthy of them. I ever bless and glorify You, together with Your only-begotten Son and 
the Holy Spirit, the Comforter, forever and ever. O Lord God, my holy lover, when You enter my heart everything 
rejoices within me. You are my glory and the joy of my heart. You are my hope and my refuge in the day of my 
distress. But because I am still frail in love and flawed in virtue, I need to be comforted and consoled by you. Come 
to me often and teach me the ways of holiness. Free me from all evil, and heal my heart of all confusion. Once I 
am healed and cleansed within, I may then be able to love You as I should; I may then be strong in suffering and 
steadfast in pressing on. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


W vite Your blessed name, O Lord, upon my heart, there to remain so indelibly engraved, that no prosperity, no 
adversity shall ever move me from Your love. Be to me a strong tower of defense, a comforter in tribulation, 
a deliverer in distress, a very present help in trouble and a guide to heaven through the many temptations and 
dangers of this life. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


C Lord, my God! You are above all things. You alone are most good, most powerful, most sufficient, most 
complete. most sweet and comforting. You alone are most beautiful and loving, most noble and most glorious 
above all things. You all goodness is gathered together, fully and perfectly, now and forever. Therefore, whatever 
You give me besides Yourself, O Lord, is small and unsatisfying to me. For my heart cannot rest or find perfect 


peace, until it rises above all Your gifts to rest in You alone. 
St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 
Prayers from the imitation of Christ, Edit by R. Klug, Augsburg (1996), p.45. 


OC everlasting Light, surpassing all created light, send the beams of Your brightness from above, to purify, gladden, 
and enlighten me. Bring life to my spirit that it may hold to You with boundless joy. Oh, when will that blessed and 
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desired hour come, when You will fill me me with Your presence, and be to me all in all? Until that gift is given 
my joy will be incomplete. For my old nature is still strong within me; it is not yet wholly crucified or entirely 
dead. The flesh still fighting against the spirit, stirs up conflicts within me, and does not allow me to live in peace. 
But You, O christ, rule over the power of the sea. You can calm its raging waves. Come and help me! Break the 
power of the enemy, who stirs up this battle with me. Show the strength of Your goodness, for I have no hope or 
refuge but in You, my Lord and my God. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


W « beseech You, our most gracious God, preserve me from the cares of this life, lest we should be too much 
entangled therein, also from the many necessities of the body, lest we should be ensnared by pleasure; and from 
whatsoever is an obstacle to the soul, lest, being broken with troubles, we should be overthrown. Give me strength 
to resist, patience to endure, and constancy to persevere. 


St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 
S.F. Fox, A chain of prayer across the ages: forty centuries of prayer, 2000 B.C.-A.D. 1912, Toronto: Bell and Cockburn (1913) 


Cord, let Your Truth teach me, guard me, and preserve me safely to the end. Let it set me free from all evil 
affection and inordinate love, and I will walk with You in great liberty of heart. 
St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


Gi my God, You ineffable sweetness, make all carnal comfort bitter for me; it draws me away from the love of 
eternal things, and in an evil way it allures me to itself by the view of some present delightsome good. Do not let 
me be overcome, O Lord; do not let me be overcome by flesh and blood; do not let the world and its brief glory 
deceive me; do not let the devil and his subtle fraud unseat me. Give me strength to resist, patience to endure, and 
constancy to persevere. Give me the most sweet unction of Your Spirit instead of all the comforts of the world; 
and in place of carnal love, pour in the love of Your name. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


C my God, do not be far from me, nor turn away in wrath from Your servant. Cast down Your lightning and 
disperse these thoughts; shoot Your arrows and let all the imaginations of the Enemy be confounded. Gather in 
and call home my senses to You; make me forget all worldly things; enable me to quickly throw off with scorn 
all these vicious imaginations. Succor me, O Everlasting Truth, so that no vanity may persuade me. Come to me, 
Heavenly Sweetness, and let all impurity flee before Your face. Pard on me also, and in mercy deal with me gently, 
as often as in prayer I think on nothing besides You. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


a Imighty God, You who have made all things for me, and me for Your glory, sanctify our body and soul, our 
thoughts and our intentions, our words and actions, that whatsoever we shall think, or speak, or do, may by me be 
designed to the glorification of Your name. . . and let no pride or self-seeking, no impure motive or unworYour 
purpose, no little ends or low imagination stain our spirit, or profane any of our words and actions. But let our 
body be a servant to our spirit, and both body and spirit servants of Jesus Christ. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


O most merciful Lord grant to me Your grace, that it may be with me, and labor with me, and persevere with me 
even to the end. Grant that I may always desire and will that which is to You most acceptable, and most dear. Let 
Your will be mine, and my will ever follow Thine, and agree perfectly with it. Grant to me, above all things that 
can be desired, to rest in You, and in You to have my heart at peace. You are the true peace of the heart, You its 
only rest; out of You all things are hard and restless. In this very peace, that is, in You, the one Chiefest Eternal 
Good, I will sleep and rest. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 
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a trengthen me by the grace of Your holy spirit, O God. Give me the power to be strengthened inwardly and 
to empty my heart of all vain care and anxiety, so that I may not be drawn away by many desires, whether for 
precious things or mean ones. Let me look upon everything as passing, and upon myself as soon to pass away with 
them, because there is nothing lasting under the sun, where all is vanity and affliction of spirit. Give me wisdom, 
Lord, to seek and find You, to enjoy and love You more than any thing. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


So ord, what is my confidence which I have in this life? Is it not Thou, O Lord, my God, whose mercies are 
without number? Where hath it ever been well with me without You, or where could it be ill with me, when You 
wert present? I rather choose to be a pilgrim on earth, than without You to possess heaven. Where You art, there 
is heaven; and where You are not, there is death and hell. There is none that can help me in my necessities, but 
only Thou, my God, You art my hope, You my confidence. Although You exposes me to divers temptations and 
adversities, yet You orders all this to my advantage; in which trial of me You oughts’ no less to be loved and praised, 
than if You didst fill me full of heavenly consolations. 

St. Thomas a Kempis (1379-1471) 


F n confidence of Your goodness and great mercy, O Lord, I draw near unto You, as a sick person to the healer, as 
one hungry and thirsty to the fountain of life, a creature to the creator, a desolate soul to my own tender comforter. 
Behold, in You is all whatsoever I can or ought 83 to desire; You art my salvation and my redemption, my hope 
and my strength. Rejoice therefore this day the soul of Your servant; for unto You, O Lord, have I lifted up my 
soul. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


OC Lord, my God, thou are to me whatsoever is good. Remember me because I am nothing, I have nothing, and | 
can do nothing. You alone art good, just, and holy; You canst do all things, You accomplish all things, You fill all 
things. Remember Your mercies, and fill my heart with Your grace, You who wilt not that Your works should be 
void and in vain. Turn not Your face away from me; withdraw not Your consolation, lest my soul becomes as a 
thirsty land to You. Teach me, O Lord, to do Your will; teach me to live worthily and humbly in Your sight. 

St. Thomas a Kempis (1379-1471) 


SF offer up unto You my prayers and intercessions, for those especially who have in any matter hurt, grieved, 
or found fault with me, or who have done me any damage or displeasure. For all those also whom, at any time, 
I may have vexed, troubled, burdened, and scandalized, by words or deeds, knowingly or in ignorance; that You 
wouldst grant me all equally pardon for our offenses against each other. Take away from our hearts, O Lord, all 
suspiciousness, indignation, wrath, and contention, and whatsoever may hurt charity, and lessen brotherly love. 
Have mercy, O Lord, have mercy on those who crave Your mercy, give grace unto them that stand in need thereof, 
and make me such as that we may be worthy to enjoy Your grace, and go forward to life eternal. 

St. Thomas a4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


OC ord God, holy lover of my soul, when You come into my heart my entire being rejoices. You are my glory and 
the joy of my heart. You are my hope and my refuge in the day of my trouble. Set me free from all evil passions, 
and heal my heart of all inordinate affections; that, being inwardly cured and thoroughly cleansed, I may be made fit 
to love, courageous to suffer, steady to persevere. Nothing is sweeter than love, nothing more courageous, nothing 
fuller nor better in heaven and earth for love is born of God and cannot rest but in God. Let me love You more 
than myself, nor love myself but for You; and in You. 

St. Thomas a4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


OC Lord, You know what is best. May Your will decide what should be done. Give what You will, how much You will, 
and when You will. Do what You know is best for me. Do what pleases You and brings Your name the most honor. 
Put me where You will, and deal with me in all things as You please. I am in Your hand. Turn me backwards 
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and forwards, turn me upside down. Here I am, Your servant, ready for anything, for I have no desire to live for 
myself, but only to live perfectly and worthily for You. 
St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


IF will say unto my God, my Lord, and my King, “O how great is the abundance of Your goodness, O Lord, which 
You hast laid up for them that fear You.” But what art You to those who love You? What to those who serve You 
with their whole heart? In this especially You hast showed me the sweetness of 80 Your love; that, when I was not, 
You madest me, when I went far astray from You, You broughtest me back again, that I might serve You, and hast 
commanded me to love You. I would I were able, at leaSt. for one day, to do You some worthy service. Truly, You 
art my Lord, and I Your servant, who am bound to serve You with all my might; and this I wish to do, this I desire; 
and whatsoever is wanting unto me, do Thou, I beseech You, vouchsafe to supply. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


a ord, at Your altar, I offer all my sins and offences, which I have committed before You from the day I could 
first sin, even to this hour. Burn them with the fire of Your love, and wash away the stains of my sins. Cleanse my 
conscience from all offenses, and restore to me, Your grace. Forgive me and admit me mercifully to the kiss of 
peace. I offer up also unto You all that is good in me, though it is very little and imperfect so that You may amend 
and sanctify it, that You may make it grateful and acceptable unto You, and constantly perfecting it; and bring me 
also, lazy and unprofitable poor creature as I am, to a good and blessed end. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


W vo can tell what a day may bring forth? Cause me, therefore, gracious God, to live every day as if it were to 
be our last, for that we know not but it may be such. Cause me to live so at present as we shall wish we had 
done when we come to die. O grant that we may not die with any guilt upon our consciences, or any known sin 
un-repented of, but that we may be found in Christ, who is our only Savior and Redeemer. Amen. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


O most merciful Lord, grant to me Your grace, that it may be with me, and labor with me, and persevere with me 
even to the end. Grant that I may always desire and will that which is to You most acceptable, and most dear. Let 
Your will be mine, and my will ever follow Thine, and agree perfectly with it. Grant to me, above all things that 
can be desired, to rest in You, and in You to have my heart at peace. Thou art the true peace of the heart, Thou its 
only rest; out of You all things are hard and restless. In this very peace, that is, in You, the one Chiefest Eternal 
Good, I will sleep and rest. Amen. 


St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 
S.F. Fox, A chain of prayer across the ages: forty centuries of prayer, 2000 B.C.-A.D. 1912, Toronto: Bell and Cockburn (1913) 


IF will say unto my God, my Lord, and my King, “O how great is the abundance of Your goodness, O Lord, which 
Thou hast laid up for them that fear You.” But what art Thou to those who love You? What to those who serve You 
with their whole heart? In this especially Thou hast showed me the sweetness of Your love; that, when I was not, 
Thou madest me, when I went far astray from You, Thou broughtest me back again, that I might serve You, and 
hast commanded me to love You. I would I were able, at least for one day, to do You some worthy service. Truly, 
Thou art my Lord, and I Your servant, who am bound to serve You with all my might; and this I wish to do, this I 
desire; and whatsoever is wanting unto me, do Thou, I beseech You, vouchsafe to supply. Amen. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


@ Lord, Thou knows what is best for me, let this or that be done, as Thou shalt, please. Give what Thou wilt, and 
how much Thou wilt, and when Thou wilt. Deal with me as Thou thinkest good, and as best pleaseth You. Set 
me where Thou wilt, and deal with me in all things just as Thou wilt. Behold, I am Your servant, prepared for all 
things; for I desire not to live unto myself, but unto You; and Oh, that I could do it worthily and perfectly! Amen. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 
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xe ord, make possible for me by grace what is impossible to me by nature. You know that I am not able to endure 
very much, and that I am downcast by the slightest difficulty. Grant that for your sake I may come to love and 
desire any hardship that puts me to the test, for salvation is brought to my soul when I undergo suffering and 
trouble for you. 

St. Thomas a Kempis (1379-1471) 


SF offer up unto You my prayers and intercessions, for those especially who have in any matter hurt, grieved, or 
found fault with me, or who have done me any damage or displeasure. For all those also whom, at any time, I 
may have vexed, troubled, burdened, and scandalized, by words or deeds, knowingly or in ignorance; that Thou 
wouldst grant me all equally pardon for our offenses against each other. Take away from our hearts, O Lord, all 
suspiciousness, indignation, wrath, and contention, and whatsoever may hurt charity, and lessen brotherly love. 
Have mercy, O Lord, have mercy on those that seek Your mercy, give grace to the needy, make us to live so that 
we may be worthy be found worthy to enjoy the fruition of Your grace, and that we may attain to eternal life. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


OC Lord, my God, Thou art to me whatsoever is good. Remember me because I am nothing, I have nothing, and | 
can do nothing. Thou alone art good, just, and holy; Thou canst do all things, Thou accomplishes all things, Thou 
fillest all things. Remember Your mercies, and fill my heart with Your grace, Thou who wilt not that Your works 
should be void and in vain. Turn not Your face away from me; withdraw not Your consolation, lest my soul become 
as a thirsty land to You. Teach me, O Lord, to do Your will; teach me to live worthily and humbly in Your sight. 
Amen. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


F n confidence of Your goodness and great mercy, O Lord, I draw near unto You, as a sick person to the healer, as 
one hungry and thirsty to the fountain of life, a creature to the creator, a desolate soul to my own tender comforter. 
Behold, in You is all whatsoever I can or ought to desire; Thou art my salvation and my redemption, my hope and 
my strength. Rejoice therefore this day the soul of Your servant; for unto You, O Lord, have I lifted up my soul. 
Amen. 

St. Thomas a Kempis (1379-1471) 


if trengthen me, O God, by the grace of Your Holy Spirit. Grant me to be strengthened with might in the inner 
man, and to empty my heart of all useless care and anguish. O Lord, grant me heavenly wisdom, that I may learn 
above all things to seek and to find You, above all things to relish and to love You, and to think of all other things 
as being, what indeed they are, at the disposal of Your wisdom. Amen. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


Se ord, what is my confidence which I have in this life? Is it not Thou, O Lord, my God, whose mercies are without 
number? Where hath it ever been well with me without You, or where could it be ill with me, when Thou wert 
present? I rather choose to be a pilgrim on earth, than without You to possess heaven. Where Thou art, there is 
heaven; and where Thou art not, there is death and hell. There is none that can help me in my necessities, but 
only Thou, my God; Thou art my hope, Thou my confidence. Although Thou exposest me to divers temptations 
and adversities, yet Thou orderest all this to my advantage; in which trial of me Thou oughtest no less to be loved 
and praised, than if Thou didst fill me full of heavenly consolations. Amen. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


C most sweet and loving Lord, whom I now devoutly wish to receive, You know my weaknesses and my needs. 
You know how many bad habits and vices I have. You know how often I am burdened, tempted, shaken and stained 
by sin. I come to You for healing. I pray to You for comfort and support. I speak to You, who know all things, 
to whom all my inmost thoughts are evident. You alone can adequately comfort me and help me. You know what 
good things I need most, and You know how poor I am in virtue. Look! I stand before You poor and naked, asking 
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Your grace and imploring Your mercy. Feed me, for I am hungry. Inflame my coldness with the fire of Your love. 
Illuminate my blindness with the light of Your presence. Turn my eyes from all that is not you; turn all oppression 
into patience. Make all that leads me from You not worth thinking about. Make me forget it all. Lift up my heart 
to You in heaven, and let me not wander aimlessly about the world. From now on, You will be my only delight, for 
You alone are my food and drink, my love and joy, my sweetness and my whole good. Oh, that by Your presence 
You would set me fully on fire, totally consume me and transform me into You, so that through the grace of inner 
union and by melting in love’s flames I would become one spirit with you. Do not leave me hungry and thirsty, 
but treat me mercifully as You have so often and so admirably treated Your saints. How wonderful it would be if I 
were burned and wholly consumed for You, since You are a fire always burning and never consumed, a love that 
purifies the heart and enlightens the mind. 

St. Thomas a4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


C Lord my God, be not Thou far from me; my God, have regard to help me; for there have risen up against me 
sundry thoughts, and great fears, afflicting my soul. How shall I pass through unhurt? How shall I break them to 
pieces? This is my hope, my one only consolation, to flee unto You in every tribulation, to trust in You, to call upon 
You from my inmost heart, and to wait patiently for Your consolation. Amen. 

St. Thomas a4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


O most gracious God, from whom every good and perfect gift cometh, we beseech You to work in me both to 
will and to do according to Your good pleasure. Enlighten our minds that we may know You, and let me not be 
unfruitful in that knowledge. Lord, work in our hearts a true faith, a purifying hope, and an unfeigned love towards 
You. Give me a full trust in You, zeal for You, reverence of all things that relate to You. Make me fearful to offend 
You, thankful for Your mercies, humble under Your corrections, devout in Your service, and sorrowful for our 
sins. Grant that in all things we may behave ourselves so as befits a creature to his Creator, a servant to his Lord. 
Make me diligent in all our duties, watchful against all temptations, pure and temperate and moderate in Your most 
lawful enjoyments, that they may never become a snare to me. Help me, O Lord, to act towards our neighbour 
that we may never transgress the royal law of Thine, of loving him as ourselves. Finally, we beseech You, O Lord, 
to sanctify me throughout, that our whole spirit, soul, and body, may be preserved blameless unto the coming of 
our Lord Jesus Christ; to whom with You and the Holy Ghost be all honour and glory for ever. Amen. 


St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 
S. F. Fox, A chain of prayer across the ages: forty centuries of prayer, 2000 B.C.-A.D. 1912, Toronto: Bell and Cockburn (1913) 


a Imighty God, who hast made all things for man, and man for Your glory, sanctify our body and soul, our 
thoughts and our intentions, our words and actions, that whatsoever we shall think, or speak or do, may by me be 
designed to the glorification of Your name, and by Your blessing, it may be effectual and successful in the work 
of God, according as it can be capable. Lord, turn necessities into virtues, the works of Nature into the works 
of grace, by making them orderly, regular and temperate, subordinate and profitable to ends beyond their own 
proper efficacy; and let no pride or self-seeking, no impure motive, or unworYour purpose, no little ends, and low 
imagination stain our spirit, and unhallow any of our words and actions. But let our body be a servant to our spirit, 
and both body and spirit servants of Jesus Christ, that doing all things for Your glory here, we may be partakers of 
Your glory hereafter; through Jesus Christ. Amen. 


St. Thomas a Kempis (1379-1471) 
S.F. Fox, A chain of prayer across the ages: forty centuries of prayer, 2000 B.C.-A.D. 1912, Toronto: Bell and Cockburn (1913) 


A Imighty, everlasting God have mercy on Your servants our friends. Keep them continually under Your protection, 
and direct them according to Your gracious favour in the way of everlasting salvation; that they may desire such 
things as please You, and with all their strength perform the same. And forasmuch as they trust in Your mercy, 
vouchsafe, O Lord, graciously to assist them with Your heavenly help, that they may ever diligently serve You, and 
by no temptations be separated from You; through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 

St. Thomas a4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


Give me, O Lord, steadfast hearts that cannot be dragged down by false loves; give me courageous hearts that 
cannot be worn down by trouble; give me righteous hearts that cannot be sidetracked by unholy or unworthy goals. 
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Give to me also, our Lord and God, understanding to know You, diligence to look for You, wisdom to recognize 
You, and a faithfulness that will bring me to see You face to face. 
St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


O ord open my heart to Your law and teach me to walk in Your commandments.2 Grant me to understand Your 
will, and with great reverence and diligent consideration to remember Your benefits. Let me do so as well in 
general as in particular, so that from here on I may be able to give You thanks worthily. But I know and confess 
that I am not able, even in the least point, to give You due thanks for the favors which You bestow on me.3 I am 
less than worthy to receive the least of all Your benefits: and when I consider Your excellence, the greatness of it 
makes my spirit faint. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


G vant me, O most sweet and loving Jesus, to rest in You above all creatures, above all health and beauty, above all 
glory and honor, above all power and dignity, above all knowledge and subtlety, above all riches and arts, above all 
joy and gladness, above all fame and praise, above all sweetness and comfort, above all hope and promise, above 
all deserving and desire: Above all gifts and favors that You can give and impart to me, above all mirth and jubilee 
that the mind of man can receive and feel; finally, above Angels and Archangels, and above all the Heavenly host, 
above all things visible and invisible, and above all that You are not, O my God. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


OC Lord; do not let me be overcome by flesh and blood; do not let the world and its brief glory deceive me; do 
not let the devil and his subtle fraud unseat me. Give me strength to resist, patience to endure, and constancy to 
persevere. Give me the most sweet unction of Your Spirit instead of all the comforts of the world; and in place of 
carnal love, pour in the love of Your name. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


OC my God, do not be far from me, nor turn away in wrath from Your servant. Cast down Your lightning and 
disperse these thoughts; shoot Your arrows and let all the imaginations of the Enemy be confounded. Gather in 
and call home my senses to You; make me forget all worldly things; enable me to quickly throw off with scorn 
all these vicious imaginations. Succor me, O Everlasting Truth, so that no vanity may persuade me. Come to me, 
Heavenly Sweetness, and let all impurity flee before Your face. Pard on me also, and in mercy deal with me gently, 
as often as in prayer I think on nothing besides You. 

St. Thomas a4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


HO elp me, Lord Jesus, to rest in You above all created things, above all health and beauty, above all glory and 
honour, above all dignity and power, above all knowledge and thought, above all wealth and talent, above all joy 
and gladness, above all fame and praise, above all sweetness and comfort, above all hope and promise, above all 
merit and desire, above all gifts and favours You may send, above all angels and archangels and all the hosts of 
heaven, above all things visible and invisible, and above everything that is not Yourself, O my God. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


C Lord, let that become possible to me by Your grace, which by nature seems impossible to me. You know that | 
am able to suffer but little, and that I am quickly cast down, when a slight adversity arises. For Your Name’s sake, 
let every exercise of tribulation be made amiable and desirable to me; for to suffer and to be disquieted for Your 
sake, is very wholesome for my soul. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


SF will presume to speak to You, My Lord, though I am mere dust and ashes. If I imagined myself to be anything 
more, You would confront me with my sins, which bear witness against me. But if 1 humble myself and acknowledge 
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my nothingness, if I cast away all self-esteem and reduce myself to dust, then Your grace will come to me, and 
Your light will enter my heart. So let the last trace of pride be swallowed up in the depths of my own nothingness 
and perish forever. Let me see myself for what I am and what I have been, as mere nothingness. Now, Lord, look 
up on me. Your gaze can turn my nothingness into newness, my darkness into light, my misery into joy, my death 
into life. When I become nothing, I discover both myself and You. When I admit I deserve only punishment, You 
shower me with blessings. You are my salvation, my power, my strength. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


TL ord Jesus, Help me to rest in You, above all created things, above all health and beauty, above all glory and 
honour, above all power and dignity, above all knowledge and the world wisdom, above all riches and talents, above 
all joy and gladness, above all fame and praise, above all sweetness and comfort, above all hope and promise, 
above all merit and desire, above all gifts and rewards that You may give or send except Yourself, above all joy 
or happiness that the human heart can grasp or experience, above all Angels and Archangels and all the hosts of 
Heaven, above all things visible and invisible, and above everything that is not Yourself, O my God. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


St only my will remain right and firm toward You, Lord, do with me whatever pleases You. For whatever You 
shall do with me can only be good. If You wish me to be in darkness, I shall bless You. And if You wish me to 
be in light, again I shall bless You. If You stoop down to comfort me, I shall bless You, and if You wish me to be 
afflicted, I shall bless You forever. 

St. Thomas a Kempis (1379-1471) 


a h, Lord God, the holy lover of my soul, when You come into my soul, all that is within me shall rejoice. You 
are my glory and the exultation of my heart; You are my hope and refuge in the day of my trouble. Set me free 
from all evil passions, and heal my heart of all inordinate affections; that being inwardly cured and thoroughly 
cleansed, I may be made fit to love, courageous to suffer, steady to persevere. 

St. Thomas a Kempis (1379-1471) 


M y God and my love. You are mine and I am Yours. Deepen Your love in me, O Lord, that I may learn how 
joyful it is to be melted and to plunge myself into Your love. Let Your love possess and lift me above myself, that 
I may be filled with devotion and awe beyond imagining. Let me sing You a song of love. Let me follow You, my 
beloved, to the heights; let my soul be drained in Your praise, celebrating love. Let me love You more than myself, 
and myself only for Your own sake. Let me love all others in You and for You, as Your law of love commands. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


W vite Your blessed name, O Lord, upon my heart, there to remain so indelibly engraved, that no prosperity, no 
adversity shall ever move me from Your love. Be Thou to me a strong tower of defence, a comforter in tribulation, 
a deliverer in distress, a very present help in trouble, and a guide to heaven through the many temptations and 
dangers of this life. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


G vant to me, O Lord, to know what I ought to know, to love what I ought to love, to praise what delights You most, 
to value what is precious in Your sight, to hate what is offensive to You. Do not suffer me to judge according to the 
sight of my eyes nor to pass sentence according to the hearing of the ears of ignorant men; but to discern with a 
true judgment between things visible and spiritual and above all things always to inquire what is the good pleasure 
of Your will. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


IF offer up to You my prayers and intercessions, for those especially who have in any way hurt, grieved, or found 
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fault with me, or who have done me any harm or displeasure. For all those also whom, at any time, I have 
annoyed, troubled, burdened, and scandalized, by words or deeds, knowingly or in ignorance: that You would grant 
me all equally pardon for our sins, and for our offences against each other. Take away from our hearts, O Lord, 
all suspiciousness, indignation, anger, and contention, and whatever may harm charity, and lessen brotherly love. 
Have mercy, O Lord, have mercy on those who crave for Your mercy, give grace to those who stand in need of 
Your grace, and make me such that we may be worYour to receive Your grace, and go forward to life eternal. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


iF peak Lord, for Your servant is listening. Incline my heart to Your words and let Your speech come upon me 
as dew upon the grass. For You have the words of eternal life. Speak to me to comfort my soul and to change my 
whole life; in turn, may it give You praise and glory and honor, forever and ever. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


O most sweet and loving Lord, You know my weaknesses, and the needs I endure. You know how many evils and 
sins I am involved in; how often I am weighed down, tempted, and disturbed by them. I ask for Your consolation 
and support. I speak to You, for You know all things, to You all my inward thoughts are open, and You alone can 
perfectly comfort and help me. You know what things I stand in most need of. Behold, I stand before You poor 
and naked, calling for grace, and imploring mercy. Refresh Your hungry supplicant, kindle my coldness with the 
fire of Your love, enlighten my blindness with the brightness of Your presence. Do not let me go away from You 
hungry and dry, but deal mercifully with me, as You always deal wonderfully with Your saints. 

St. Thomas a Kempis (1379-1471) 


O most gracious God, enlighten our minds that we may know You, and let me not be unfruitful in that knowledge. 
Lord, work in our hearts a true faith, a purifying hope, and an unfeigned love for You. Give me full trust in 
You, zeal for You, reverence of all things that relate to You. Make me fearful of offending You, thankful for Your 
mercies, humble under Your corrections, devout in Your service, and sorrowful for our sins. Help me, O Lord, 
to act towards our neighbour that we may never transgress Your royal law of loving him as ourselves. Finally, O 
Lord, sanctify me throughout, that our whole spirit, soul, and body, may be preserved blameless until the coming 
of our Lord Jesus Christ; to whom with You and the Holy Spirit be all honor and glory forever. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


x trengthen me, O God, by the grace of Your Holy Spirit. Strengthen my inner man, and empty my heart of all 
meeless care and anguish. O Lord, grant me heavenly wisdom, that I may learn to seek and to find You above all 
things, to relish and to love You above all things, and to think of all other things as being at the disposal of Your 
wisdom. Amen. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


Gi Lord, my God, You are all my riches, and everything I have is from You. You alone are good, just, and holy. 
You can do all things, give all things, fill all things with Your goodness. Remember Your mercies, Lord, and fill 
my heart with Your grace. How can I endure the miseries of this life unless You comfort me with Your mercy? 
Do not turn Your face from me, do not delay coming to me. If You withdraw Your Spirit from me, my soul will 
become like a waterless desert, thirsty for You. You, Lord, are all my wisdom and learning. Before the world was 
made and before I was born, You knew me, and You know me now as | am. Teach me, Lord, to do Your will and 
to live in a worYour and humble way in Your presence. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


O sweet Name of Jesus, holy above all names in heaven and on earth and to which every knee, both of men and 
of angels in heaven, on earth and in hell bends. You are the Way of the just, the Glory of the saints, the Hope of 
those in need, the Balm of the sick, the Love of the devout and the Consolation of those that suffer. O, Jesus be to 
me a help and a protector so that Your Name may be blessed for all times. 
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St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


Y ou, O Lord, my God, are the best above all things. You alone most high; You alone most powerful; only You 
most sufficient and most full; You alone most sweet and most comforting. You alone most beautiful and most 
loving; You alone most noble and most glorious above all things; in whom all things are found together in all their 
perfection, and always have been and always will be. And, therefore, whatever You bestows upon me that is not 
Yourself, or whatever You reveal to me concerning Yourself, or promises, as long as I see You not, nor fully enjoy 
You, is too little and insufficient. Because my heart cannot rest, nor be entirely contented, till it rests in You, and 
rise above all Your gifts and all things created. O my most beloved spouse, Christ Jesus, my pure lover, Lord of 
the whole creation, who will give me the wings of true liberty to fly and repose in You? Oh, when shall it be fully 
granted me to attend at leisure and see how sweet You are, O Lord, my God? When shall I fully recollect myself 
in You, that through Your love I may not feel myself, but You alone, above all feeling and measure in a manner 
not know at all? But now, I often sigh and bear my misfortune with grief. ecause I meet with many evils in this 
vale of miseries, which frequently disturb me, afflict me, and cast a cloud over me; often hinder and distract me, 
allure and entangle me, so that I cannot have free access to You, nor enjoy Your sweet embraces, which are ever 
enjoyed by blessed spirits. Let my sighs move You, and this manifold desolation under which I labour upon the 
earth. O Jesus! The brightness of eternal glory, the comfort of a soul in its pilgrimage, my tongue cannot express 
the sentiments of my heart, but my silence itself speaks to You. How long doth my Lord delay to come? Let Him 
come to me, His poor servant, and make me joyful; let Him stretch forth His hand and deliver me, a wretch, from 
all anguish. Oh, come, oh come, for without You I can never have one joyful day, nor an hour, for Thou art my joy, 
and without You my table is empty. I am miserable, and in a manner imprisoned, and loaded with fetters, till Thou 
comfort me with the light of Your presence, and restore me to liberty and show me a favourable countenance. Let 
others seek instead of You, whatever else pleases them; nothing else doth please me or shall please me, but Thou 
my God, my hope, my eternal salvation. I will not hold my peace, nor cease to pray, till Your grace returns and 
Thou speak to me interiorly. Behold here I am, behold I come to You because thou has called upon Me. Your tears 
and the desire of Your soul, Your humiliation and contrition of heart have inclined and brought Me to You. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


G vant me, most dear and loving Jesus, to rest in You above created things; above health and beauty, above all 
glory and honor; above all power and dignity, above all knowledge and skill; above all fame and praise, above all 
sweetness and consolation; above all hope and promise, above all merit and desire; above all gifts and favors that 
You can bestow and shower upon us; above all joy and jubilation that the mind can conceive and know; above 
angels and archangels and all the hosts of Heaven; above all things visible and invisible; and above everything that 
is not yourself, O my God. 


O Lord, my God, You transcend all things. You alone are most high, most mighty, most sufficient and complete, 
most sweet and comforting. You alone are most full of beauty and glory, in whom all good things in their perfection 
exist, both now and ever have been, and ever will be. All, therefore, is too small and unsatisfying that You can give 
me beside yourself, or that You can reveal and promise me of yourself unless I can see and fully possess you. For 
my heart cannot rest nor be wholly content until it rests in You, rising above all Your gifts and creatures. 


O Lord Jesus Christ, spouse of the soul, lover of purity, and Lord of creation, who will give me wings of perfect 
liberty, that I may fly to You, and be at rest? When shall I be set free, and taste Your sweetness, O Lord, my God? 
When shall I become recollected in You, that for love of You alone in a manner not known to all men, and above 
all perception and measure? But now I mourn and bear my unhappy lot with grief, for many evils happen in 
this vale of sorrows, which often disturb, sadden, and darken my path. They often hinder and distract, entice, and 
entangle me, so that I cannot approach You freely, nor yet enjoy the sweet embrace which You prepare for the 
souls of the blessed. 


O Jesus, brightness of eternal glory and comfort of the pilgrim soul, hear my cry, and regard my utter desolation. 
Words fail me in Your presence; let my silence speak for me. How long will my Lord delay his coming? Come to 
me, Lord, poor and little as I am, and bring me joy. Stretch out Your hand, and deliver me from all my misery and 
pain. Come, Lord, come, for without You no day or hour is happy; without You my table is without its guest, for 
You alone are my joy. Sadness is my lot, and I am like a man imprisoned and loaded with chains, until You refresh 
me with the light of Your presence, and show me Your face as my friend. Let others seek whom they will besides 
You, but nothing ever can or will give me joy but yourself alone, my God, my hope, and my eternal salvation. | 
will not keep silent, nor cease from urgent prayer till Your grace returns and my heart leaps at the sound of Your 
voice. 
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St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379-1471) 


Deepen Your love in me, O Lord, that I may learn in my inmost heart how sweet it is to love, to be dissolved, 
and to plunge myself into Your love. Let Your love possess and raise me above myself, with a fervor and wonder 
beyond imagination. Let me sing the song of love. Let me follow You, my beloved, into the heights. Let my soul 
spend itself in Your praise, rejoicing for love. Let me love You more than myself, and myself only for Your own 
sake. Let me love all men who truly love You, as the law of love commands, which shines out from you. 


Love is swift, pure, tender, joyful, and pleasant. Love is strong, patient, faithful, prudent, long-suffering, vigorous, 
and never self-seeking. For when a man is self-seeking he abandons love. Love is watchful, humble, and upright; 
love is not fickle and sentimental, nor is it intent on vanities. It is sober, pure, steadfast, quiet, and guarded in all 
the senses. Love is submissive and obedient to superiors, mean and contemptible in its own sight, devoted and 
thankful to God, trusting and hoping in him even when not enjoying his sweetness; for none can live in love 
without suffering. 


Whoever is not prepared to endure everything, and to stand firmly by the will of the beloved, is not worthy to be 
called a lover. A lover must willingly accept every hardship and bitterness for the sake of his beloved, and must 
never desert him because of adversity. 

St. Thomas a Kempis (1379-1471) 


F will presume to speak to You, My Lord, though I am mere dust and ashes. If I imagined myself to be anything 
more, You would confront me with my sins, which bear witness against me. But if 1 humble myself and acknowledge 
my nothingness, if I cast away all self-esteem and reduce myself to dust, then Your grace will come to me, and 
Your light will enter my heart. So let the last trace of pride be swallowed up in the depths of my own nothingness 
and perish forever. Let me see myself for what I am and what I have been, as mere nothingness. 


Now, Lord, look upon me. Your gaze can turn my nothingness into newness, my darkness into light, my misery 
into joy, my death into life. When I become nothing, I discover both myself and you. When I admit I deserve only 
punishment, You shower me with blessings. You are my salvation, my power, my strength. 

St. Thomas a Kempis (1379-1471) 


C Lord, my God! You are above all things. You alone are most good, most powerful, most sufficient, most complete. 
most sweet and comforting. You alone are most beautiful and loving, most noble and most glorious above all things. 
In You all goodness is gathered together, fully and perfectly, now and forever. Therefore, whatever You give me 
besides Yourself, O Lord. is small and unsatisfying to me. For my heart cannot rest or find perfect peace, until it 
rises above all Your gifts to rest in You alone. 

St. Thomas 4 Kempis (1379 - 1471) 


zx ord, grant that I may find You, and give my whole heart to You, Let no one deceive me or distract me, but 
speak to me, as a lover speaks to a beloved, as friend to friend. This is what I pray for - that I may be united 
completely with you and that You may fill my whole being. O lord, when will I be wholly at one with you wholly 
absorbed in You and unmindful of myself? Be in me, and may I be in You, so we may remain together forever. 
You are indeed my beloved, preferred over all others. My spirit wants to abide in You all the days of my life. You 
are the giver of true peace and rest. Apart from You there is only weariness and sorrow. 

St. Thomas a Kempis (1379-1471) 


OC Lord Jesus Christ our God, the God of all mercies and bounties, Whose mercy is immeasurable, and whose love 
for mankind is an unfathomable deep: falling down in adoration before Your majesty, with fear and trembling, 
as unprofitable servants, and now humbly rendering thanks unto Your loving-kindness for Your benefits bestowed 
upon me. We thank You, O Lord, for having become one of me, suffering, dying and rising again, by which Thou 
hast reopened to me the doors of Paradise. We thank You O Lord, for Your One, Holy, Catholic and Apostolic, 
Orthodox Church, through which Your teachings are preserved and practiced, and we are led to You. We thank 
You, O Lord, for the Saints whom Thou hast given me as role models and as intercessors before Your Judgment 
Seat. We thank You, O Lord, for having helped me to overcome all difficulties, tensions, passions, temptations and 
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restored peace, mutual love and joy in sharing the communion of the Holy Spirit. We thank You, O Lord, for the 
sufferings Thou didst bestow upon me, for they are purifying me from selfishness and reminding me of the “one 
thing needed,” Thine eternal Kingdom. We thank You, O Lord, for having given me this country where we are 
free to worship You. We thank You, O Lord, for our families: husbands, wives and, especially, children who teach 
me how to celebrate Your holy Name in joy, movement and holy noise. We thank You, O Lord, for everyone and 
everything. Great art Thou, O Lord, and marvelous are Your deeds, and no word is sufficient to celebrate Your 
miracles. Glory to You, O God our Benefactor, together with Thine unoriginate Father, the Creator and Source of 
all things, and Thine All-holy, Good, and Life-giving Spirit, the Treasury of Blessings, unto ages of ages. 

St. Basil the Great (329 - 379) 


Y ouare holy, O Lord God; You are the God of Gods, who alone work wonders. You are strong. You are great. 
You are the most high. You are omnipotent. You are the Eternal Father, King of heaven and earth. You are the 
Triune God. You are good, all good, the supreme good, O Lord God; true and only God. You are love and charity, 
You are wisdom, You are humility, You are patience, You are beauty, You are safety, You are rest, You are happiness, 
You are our hope and our joy. You are justice and temperance, You are courage and wisdom. You are all our 
riches, You are meekness. You are our protector, You are our guardian and defender, our strength and refuge. You 
are our faith, hope and charity. You are all our sweetness, You are infinite Goodness, most great, most admirable. 


Almighty, pious, merciful Saviour, - my Lord and my God. 
St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) 
Works of the Seraphic Father St. Francis of Assisi, translated by A religious of the order, Washbourne, London (1882), pp 164-165 


P lease, O Lord, let the sweet fierce honey of Your love lap up my spirit from everything there is under heaven, 
so that I may die for love of Your love, Who deigned to die for love of my love. 
St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) 


fF beseech You, O Lord, that the fiery and sweet strength of Your love may absorb my soul from all things that 
are under heaven, that I may die for love of Your love as You did deign to die for love of my love. 
St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) 


OC mnipotent, Eternal, most Just, and most Merciful God, grant me miserable creatures to act always for Thee, to 
do always what we know Thou wiliest, and to will always what is pleasing to Thee; that, being purified interiorly and 
enlightened and inflamed by the fire of Thy Holy Spirit, we may follow closely in the footsteps of Thy Beloved Son, 
Our Lord Jesus Christ, and thus by Thy grace, arrive at the possession of Thee, Who livest and reignest gloriously 
in the most perfect Trinity and simple Unity, Omnipotent God, forever and ever. Amen. 


St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) 
Works of the Seraphic Father St. Francis of Assisi, translated by A religious of the order, Washbourne, London (1882), p 165 


C Love, O Love, Thou hast so wounded me, That I can cry out nothing else but ’ Love !’ O Love, O Love, Thou 
hast so ravished me, That all my heart is drawn to Thee above. I long so ardently My debt of love to pay, O grant 


me, Love, I pray, To die for love of Thee. 
St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) 
Works of the Seraphic Father St. Francis of Assisi, translated by A religious of the order, Washbourne, London (1882) p 162 


Z, esus, my Love, my Love, behold my woe ! Jesus, my Love, my Love, O comfort me ! Jesus, my Love, Thou 
ast inflamed me so ; Jesus, my Love, I die for love of Thee ! O make my heart with love for ever glow. O grant 
that I may be Transform’d with Thee, in truth and charity. O Love, O Love, O Love ! Everything speaks of Thee ; 
O Love, so deep thou art, The more thou fillest the heart, The more it longs for Thee ! 


St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) 
Works of the Seraphic Father St. Francis of Assisi, translated by A religious of the order, Washbourne, London (1882) 


CO Love, O Love, You do encircle close the heart that yields to Your Almighty power; You are its vesture and its 
sweet repose; And so it cries, Love!’ for evermore: It never can repay the debt it owes. O Love, O Love, I love 
You more and more ; O Love, O Love, methinks that I shall die ; O Love, O Love, how have You mastered me. 0 
make me Yours, my love, eternally! I languish for the love of you! O Love most amiable! How sweet to die for 
you! O Love ineffable! Kindle Your love in me! 
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St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) 
Works of the Seraphic Father St. Francis of Assisi, translated by A religious of the order, Washbourne, London (1882) p 163 


O most Holy, High and Omnipotent God, the great and supreme Good. Thou, Who art all Good and the only Good, 
to Thee do we render all praise, all honour, all blessing, and to Thee do we refer all good for ever. 


St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) 
Works of the Seraphic Father St. Francis of Assisi, translated by A religious of the order, Washbourne, London (1882), p 166 


OC Love, O Love, my heart is broken quite, O Love, O Love, Thou hast so wounded me. O Jesus! draw me to Thy 
beauty bright. 0 Love, by Thee I’m rapt in ecstasy! O Living Love! cast me not from Thy sight! O Love, O Love, 
my soul is one with Thee! O Love, Thou art its Life; From Thee it ne’er can part, For Thou has rent my heart, In 
such a loving strife. 


St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) 
Works of the Seraphic Father St. Francis of Assisi, translated by A religious of the order, Washbourne, London (1882) p 164 


M y Love, my Love, Jesus! for Thee I pine; 0 Love! grant unto me to die, embracing Thee! O, my sweet Love! 
Jesus, my Spouse Divine! O Love, O Love, I pray that I may die! O Love, O Love, O Jesus so benign! Transform 
me into Thee eternally! See how I suffer from this love of Thine! 1 am no longer mine ; Jesus, my Hope Divine! 
Rest thou, my heart, forever in His Love! 


St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) 
Works of the Seraphic Father St. Francis of Assisi, translated by A religious of the order, Washbourne, London (1882) p 164 


OC great and glorious God, and my Lord Jesus Christ, enlighten, I beseech Thee, the darkness of my mind. Give 
me a right faith, a certain hope, a per fect charity ; grant that 1 may know Thee, O Lord, in order that I may always 
and in all things act according to Thy most holy and perfect will. 


St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) 
Works of the Seraphic Father St. Francis of Assisi, translated by A religious of the order, Washbourne, London (1882). 


FP ill my heart, O Lord, I beseech Thee, with the mos. fiery and most sweet strength of Thy love, and remove far 
from it all earthly things, that I may die for love of Thy love, Who for love of my love didst deign to die. 


St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) 
Works of the Seraphic Father St. Francis of Assisi, translated by A religious of the order, Washbourne, London (1882), p. 167 


x ord, make me a channel of Your peace: where there is hatred, let me sow love; where there is injury, pardon; 
Where there is discord, let me sow harmony; Where there is error, let me bring truth; where there is doubt, let 
me bring faith; where there is despair, let me bring hope; where there is darkness, let me bring light; where there 
is sadness, let me bring joy. 


O Divine Master, grant that I may not so much seek to be consoled as to console, to be understood as to understand, 
to be loved as to love. For it is in giving that we receive, it is in pardoning that we are pardoned, and it is in dying 


that we are born to eternal life. 
St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) 


Attributed to St. Francis. Appeared for the first time in 1912 in French in ‘La Clochette’ published ‘La Ligue de la St.e-Messe’. 


M y Lord Jesus Christ, may the water which flowed from Your wounded side and Heart wash me from all my 
sins. May it wash me yet more from those sins the guilt of which has been forgiven but for which I have not yet 
done penance. May it cleanse me from my hidden sins; from sins of thought; from sins caused in others; from 
sins of omission; from the stain of daily faults: faults of pride, faults of self-indulgence, faults of worldliness. And 
may it cleanse the souls of all that are in sin, and especially of those now in their agony. 


Flowers of Nazareth: A collection of devotions from approved sources 


G ome Holy Spirit, my light, my life, my love, my strength, be with me now, and always: in all my doubts, 
perplexities and trials. Come, Holy Spirit; in hours of loneliness, weariness and grief. Come, Holy Spirit; in failure 
and in loss, in disappointment. Come, Holy Spirit; when others fail me, when I fail myself. Come, Holy Spirit; 
when I am ill, unable to work, depressed. Come, Holy Spirit; now, and forever, and in all things, Come, Holy Spirit. 

St. Hildegard of Bingen (1098 - 1179) 


191. 


192. 


193. 


194. 


195. 


196. 


197. 


63 


HO oly Spirit, the Life that gives life: You are the Cause of all movement. You are the Breath of all creatures. You 
are the Salve that purifies our souls. You are the Ointment that heals our wounds. You are the Fire that warms our 
hearts. You are the Light that guides our feet. Let all the world praise You! 

St. Hildegard of Bingen (1098 - 1179) 


KH oly Spirit, my light, my life, my love, my strength, be with me now, and always: in all my doubts, perplexities 
and trials. Come, Holy Spirit; in hours of loneliness, weariness and grief. Come, Holy Spirit; in failure and in loss, 
in disappointment. Come, Holy Spirit; when others fail me when I fail myself. Come, Holy Spirit; when I am ill, 
unable to work, and depressed. Come, Holy Spirit; now, and forever, and in all things, Come, Holy Spirit. 

St. Hildegard of Bingen (1098 - 1179) 


KO oly Spirit, come into my heart; draw it to Yourself through Your power, O my God, and grant me true love 
with filial fear. Preserve me, O beautiful Love, from every evil thought; warm me, inflame me with Your dear love, 
and every pain will seem light to me. 


St. Catherine of Siena 


Y ou have made me so rich, oh God, please let me share out Your beauty with open hands. My life has become 
an uninterrupted dialogue with You, oh God, one great dialogue. Sometimes when I stand in some corner of the 
camp, my feet planted on Your earth, my eyes raised toward Your Heaven, tears sometimes run down my face, 
tears of deep emotion and gratitude. At night, too, when I lie in bed and rest in You, oh God, tears of gratitude run 
down my face, and that is my prayer. 

Etty Hillesum (Prayer from Auschwitz) 


On my knees before the great cloud of heavenly witnesses, I offer myself body and soul to You, eternal Spirit of 
God. I adore the brightness of Your purity, the unerring keenness of Your justice and the might of Your love. You 
are the strength and light of my soul. In You I live and move and have my being. I desire never to grieve You 
by unfaithfulness to grace, and I pray with all my heart to be kept from the smallest sin against You. Make me 
faithful in every thought, and grant that I may always listen to Your voice, watch for Your light and follow Your 
gracious inspirations. I cling to You and give myself to You, and I ask You by Your compassion to watch over me 
in my weakness. Holding the pierced feet of Jesus, looking at His five Wounds, trusting in His Precious Blood and 
adoring His opened side and stricken Heart, I implore You, adorable Spirit, Helper of my infirmity, so to keep me 
in Your grace that I may never sin against You with the sin which You will not forgive. Grant to me the grace, O 
Holy Spirit, Spirit of the Father and of the Son, to say to You always and everywhere, "Speak, Lord, for Your servant 
hears." 


Cardinal John Henry Newman 


Dear Jesus, help me to spread Your fragrance everywhere I go; flood my soul with Your spirit and life; penetrate 
and possess my whole being so completely that all my life may be only a radiance of Yours; shine through me and 
be so in me that everyone with whom I come into contact may feel Your presence within me. Let them look up 
and see no longer me - but only Jesus. 


Cardinal John Henry Newman 


ea ight of the intellect, enlighten me; Divine Fire of hearts, inflame me; Fullness of souls, fill me; Lord of Grace 
and Life, vivify me; In this vale of suffering, guide me; From stumbles and falls, deliver me; With Your Divine 
Gifts, enrich me; With Your presence console me; By Your Divine Operations, sanctify me; In my Jesus, transform 
me; And unto Your glory bear me; that having been faithful upon Earth, I may be Eternally happy in Heaven, in 
perfect reflection of Your love. 

Father Felix of Jesus, Manual of prayers to the Holy Ghost. (1941), p. 43. 


198. 


199. 


200. 


201. 


202. 


203. 


204. 


205. 


64 


OC Jesus, hidden God, I cry to You; O Jesus, hidden Light, I turn to You; O Jesus, hidden Love, I run to You, with 
all the strength I have I worship You; with all the love I have I cling to You; with all my soul I long to be with 
You, and fear no more to fail or fall from You. O Jesus, never-ending love, who seeks me, You who did die for 
longing love of me, King, in all Your beauty, come to me, white-robed, blood-sprinkled, Jesus, come to me, and go 
no more, dear Lord, away from me. My soul is dark away from You, my own, My eyes are dim in seeking You, 
my own; My flesh does pine away for You, my own; My heart leaps up with joy to You, my own; My spirit faints 
receiving You, my own. Where in the height of heaven is light like You? Where in the breadth of heaven is bliss 
like You? Where in the depth of heaven is peace like You? Where in the home of love is love like You? With all 
my heart, I give myself to You, and waiting wait, O King and Spouse, for You, till I am one forever with You. O 
sweetest Jesus, bring me home to You; free me, O God, from all but You, And all the chains that keep me back 
from You; Call me, O thrilling Love, I follow You; You are my All, and I love nothing but You. O hidden Love, who 
now are loving me; O wounded Love, who once was dead for me, O patient Love, who weariest not of me O bear 
with me till Iam lost in You; O bear with me till I am found in You. 


Flowers of Nazareth: Devotions from approved sources 


W pray to You, O Lord, who are the supreme Truth, and all truth is from You. We beseech You, O Lord, who 
are the highest Wisdom, and all the wise depend on You for their wisdom. You are the supreme Joy, and all who 
are happy owe it to You. You are the Light of minds, and all receive their understanding from You. We love, we 
love You above all. We seek You, we follow You, and we are ready to serve You. We desire to dwell under Your 
power for You are the King of all. 

St. Albert the Great (1200-1280) 


OC Holy Spirit, grant me the gift of prayer. Come into my heart, and teach me the strength not to abandon it 
because I sometimes grow weary of it; and give me the spirit of prayer, the grace to pray continually. 
St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


M y most sweet Lord, I offer and consecrate to You all that I am and have — my senses, my thoughts, my affections, 
my desires, my pleasures, my inclinations, my liberty. In a word, I place my whole body and soul in Your Hands. 
St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


C Jesus, through the wound of Your Sacred Heart, grant me the grace ever to love You, both in this life and in the 
next. 
St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


Bs desire heaven, in order to love You, O my God, forever and with all my strength. When shall I be able to say: 
My God, now I can no longer lose You? When, O my God, shall I behold Your infinite beauty and love You face to 
face? O my God, my love, my all! 

St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


M y God, Thou art goodness itself; how then could I love aught else but You? Ah! Lord, draw me more and more 
into Your heart. I prefer Your love and Your goodness to all that the world can give. Thou art the only object of 
my affections. I wish to love You alone; I would leave all for love of You. Give me the grace to accomplish this 
resolution : for, without Your help, I can do nothing. 

St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


G ome Thou into my soul to sanctify it; take possession of my heart to purify it ; enter into my body to keep it 
pure ; make me to be never separated from Your love. O burning Fire, do Thou consume in me whatever Thou 
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seest to be unworthy of Your presence and an obstacle to the reception of Your grace and love. 
St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


M y God, draw me entirely to Yourself, so that I may love You, and be consumed by the divine flames of love of 
You. I pray You so to hide me in You that I may never again be found by any creature. 
St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


Oord Jesus, Hide me in the wound of Your sacred heart. Free me from my desire to be loved and esteemed. 
Guard me from my evil attempts to win fame and honor. Make me humble till I become a small spark in the 
flame of love in Your Sacred Heart. Grant me the grace to forget myself and all worldly things. Jesus, sweet beyond 
words, convert all worldly consolations into bitterness for me. O my Jesus, Sun of Justice, enlighten my intellect 
and mind with Your sacred rays. Purify my heart, consume me with burning love for You, and make me one with 
You. 

St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


C my God, give me light to see Your holy Will, give me grace to do Your Will. O Wisdom of the Sacred Heart of 
Jesus, direct me in all my ways. O Love of the Sacred Heart, consume me in Your fire. 
St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


IF place all my hope in You. Whatever good I may have, whether spiritual or temporal, either in this life or in 
the next, I hope for from You, through the merits of Jesus Christ, O God, my life and my only hope! 


I love You, Infinite Goodness, with all the affection of my heart and of my soul, because Thou dost merit all my 
love. I wish I knew how to love You as the angels, the saints, and just men love You. I unite my imperfect love 
with that which all the saints, most holy Mary, and Jesus Christ bear to You. 


I offer You now and forever my body, my soul, and all my senses and faculties, my memory, my understanding, 
and my will. Do with me, Lord, and with all that belongs to me, what Thou pleasest. Give me Your love and final 
perseverance, and grant that in all temptations I may always have recourse to You. 

St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


G ive me Your blessings and Your benefactions, O my most loving God, and may Your benediction draw me wholly 
to Your love. Let the love You have borne me make me enamored of Your goodness. You deserve infinite love; I 
love You with all the love I can command; I love You above everything; I love You more than myself. I give You 
my whole will; and this is the grace that I ask of You: make me from this day forth to live and do everything 
according to Your divine will, wherewith Your will, nothing but my good and my eternal salvation. 

St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


MM y whole desire is to love You and to love alone, O my Love! You have planted this desire in my heart, and I 
am grateful for it. Continue what You have started. Let me be Yours; entirely Yours. What greater pleasure can | 
enjoy than pleasing You, my Lord, my love! Who are so amiable and who have loved me so tenderly! O my God! 
I ask only love, love, love! and hope always to ask for Your love, love, until dying in Your love, reaching Your 
kingdom of love, where, without evermore asking it, I shall be full of love, and never for a single moment cease 
to love You for all eternity and with all my strength. 

St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


eg ord, who is like You? And what good things, O God! can be comparable to You, O infinite goodness? How 
could I have turned my back on You to embrace those vile things that sin offered? O Jesus, Your precious blood is 
my hope. You have promised to hear those who pray to You. I ask You not for the good of this world but for the 
pardon of those sins I have committed against You and for which I am sorry above every other evil. I ask You for 
perseverance in Your grace until the end of my life. I ask You for the gift of Your holy love; my soul is enamoured 
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of Your goodness; hear me, O Lord! Only grant that I may love You here and hereafter, and to all things else, do 
with me as You please. My Lord, and my only good, suffer me not to be any more separated from You! O, Mary, 
Mother of God, please do You also listen to me and obtain for me that I may ever belong to God and that God may 
be my inheritance forever. 

St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


OC Jesus! Separate my heart from this world, before death entirely takes me from it. Help me with Your grace; 
You know how great is my weakness. Permit me not to be as unfaithful to You, as I have been. I am sorry, O Lord! 
for having so often despised You. Now, I will love You above every good and die a thousand times rather than lose 
Your grace. But the infernal one ceases not to tempt me; in mercy abandon me not, leave me not to myself, permit 
me not to be any more separated from Your love. O Mary, my hope! Obtain for me the grace of perseverance. 
St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


CO God! who am I who has despised You? A poor helpless worm with nothing but what You, in Your bounty, have 
bestowed upon me. You have given me my soul, my body, the mee of reason, and numerous other benefits in this 
world, and I have made no mee of them all but to offend You, my benefactor. Nay, more; I abused Your goodness 
and forbearance at the very time You did preserve my life, that I might not fall into hell as I deserved. O, my 
Saviour! How could You have had such patience with me? Wretch that I am, how many nights I slept under Your 
displeasure! But You would not have me perish. I trust, O my Jesus! In Your blessed passion, You will enable me 
to change my life. Let not Your sacred blood be lost, which with so much pain and sorrow You did shed for my 
salvation. But, O God! what have I done! My Savior, You shed Your blood for my salvation. Yet, I allowed it to 
perish for nothing: a caprice, a maddening passion, a miserable gratification, contempt of Your grace and love. 
Ah! If faith did not assure me that You have promised to pardon those who repent, I should not now dare to 
implore Your forgiveness. O, my Saviour! I kiss Your sacred wounds, and for the love of these wounds, I pray to 
forget the injuries I have committed against You. You said when the sinner sincerely repents, You will forget all 
his ingratitude. I am sorry above every evil for having despised You, my sovereign good; make haste to pardon 
me, as You promised; let me be quickly reconciled to You. I love You now more than myself; may I never more 
incur Your displeasure. O Mary, refuge of sinners! Help a poor sinner who invokes Your assistance. 

St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


G ternal God, I offer You my whole heart. But what a contrite heart I have to offer! A heart created to love You, 
but, far from loving You, so often rebellious toward you! But look, my Jesus! If my poor heart was once rebellious, 
now it is full of grief and repentance for the displeasure it has given You, and I am firmly resolved to obey You 
and love you. Draw me to Your love! Do it, I beg You, through the love You bore me while dying on the cross for 
me. I love You, my Jesus; I love You with all my heart. 

St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


Gi my beloved God, You are beauty itself, goodness itself, and love itself. How can I love anything but you! How 
foolish I have been. In my past, I have offered numberless insults to you; and I now promise and desire to repeat 
every moment of my life that I desire You only, O my God, and nothing more. 

St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


JF have despised the kingdom of the world, and all the glory of the time, for the love of my Lord Jesus Christ: 
whom I have seen whom I have loved In whom I have believed In whom I have delighted My heart has uttered 
a good word I speak of my works to the king. whom I have seen whom I have loved In whom I have believed In 
whom I have delighted. 

St. Alphonsus de’ Liguori (1696-1787) 


TL ord Jesus Christ, who stretched out Your Hands on the Cross and redeemed me by Your Blood, forgive me, a 
sinner, for none of my thoughts are hidden from You. Pardon, I ask, Pardon, I hope for, Pardon, I trust to have. 
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You, who are full of pity and mercy, spare me and forgive. 
St. Ambrose of Milan, 337-397 AD 
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Gi Lord, who has mercy upon all, take away from me my sins, and mercifully kindle in me the fire of Your Holy 
Spirit. Take away from me the heart of stone, and give me a heart of flesh, a heart to love and adore You, a heart 
to delight in You, to follow and to enjoy You, for Christ’s sake. 

St. Ambrose of Milan, 337-397 AD 


CO Heart all Lovable and all Loving of my Saviour, be the Heart of my heart, the Soul of my soul, the Spirit of my 
spirit, the Life of my life and the sole Principle of all my thoughts, words and actions, of all the faculties of my 
soul and of all my senses, both interior and exterior. 

St. John Eudes (1501-1680) 


KO oly God, we praise Your Name. Lord of all, we bow before You. All on earth Your scepter claim; all in heaven 
above adore You. Infinite Your vast domain, everlasting is Your reign. Hark, the loud celestial hymn, angel choirs 
above are raising. Cherubim and seraphim, in unceasing chorus praising, fill the heavens with sweet accord: Holy, 
holy, holy Lord. Holy Father, Holy Son, Holy Ghost, three we name You while in essence only One, undivided God, 
we claim You and adoring, bend the knee, while we own the Mystery. 

Fr Ignaz Franz Poland (1719-1790) 


T here is no King but him whom I have seen; he it is that I worship and adore. Were I to be killed a thousand 
times for my allegiance to him, I should still go on as I have begun, I should still be his man. Christ is on my 
lips, Christ is in my heart; no torments can ever take him from me. I am very sorry for the mistake I made in 
sneering at the holy name in holy men and coming so late to worship the true King, thinking I knew better than 
to be a soldier of his. 


Genesius of Rome (3rd century) 


KO elp me, Christ, I beg You; have pity on me. Keep my soul safe. Let me have no cause to shame. I beg You, 
Christ, give me the strength to bear what I have to bear. 


Senator Dativus, he was martyred under Diocletian (c. 304) 


MM y Lord, my God, Every fibre of my being yearns for You with the passion of burning desire, I consider You 
first in all matters and because of You, I am inspired. I surrender myself to You willingly because Your love makes 
me complete. You are the sunshine of my everyday. You bring me purpose and meaning. You are the joy of my 
world. You are my everything. 

Renwick Rhymer, Rhymer Reason Volume II, Page Publishing ( 2017) 


R estore my soul, O God Breathe life back into my deflated lungs Pour water into my tissues, for I am depleted 
of Your spirit, 1 am dehydrated of the Water of Life. I am ravenous with hunger, yet I am weak and too weary to 
search for food. Take me by the hand lead me to Your supply. I am not asking for manna dropping from the sky 
I’m not asking for streams gushing from a desert rook I don’t need a miracle to make me believe I know You, 
Yourself, are the nourishment I need. Lead me to You, O God. 

Gloria Gaither, A book of simple prayers (2008), pp. 10-11. 


Y our way, not mine, O Lord, however dark it be; lead me by Your own hand, choose out the path for me. I dare 
not choose my lot, I would not if I might, O choose for me, my God, so shall I walk aright. O take my cup, and 
with joy or sorrow fill it, As best to You may seem; You choose my good and ill. O choose for me my friends, my 
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sickness or my health O choose my cares for me, My poverty or wealth. Not mine, not mine the choice, in things 
great or small; O be my guide, my strength, my wisdom, My Jesus and my all. 
Octavius Winslow (1808 - 1878) 


W wm my cold heart, Lord, I beg You. Take away all that hinders me from giving myself to You. Mould me 
according to Your own image. Give me grace to obey You in all things, and ever to follow Your gracious leading. 
Make me to be kind to my fellowmen, to be gentle and unselfish, careful to hurt no one by word or deed, but 
anxious to do good to all, and to make others happy. O Lord, forgive the sins of my temper. Pardon all my hasty 
words and unchristian thoughts. Make me watchful, that I offend not with my tongue. Give me a meek and loving 
spirit, which is in Your sight of great price. I would not live unto myself, but unto You. Keep me from sin and all 
that may offend You; for Jesus Christ’s sake. 


Ashton Oxenden 


He who suspended the earth is suspended, He who fastened the heavens is fastened, He who fixed the universe 
is fixed on the wood, God has been murdered . . . God has clothed himself in humanity, For me a sufferer he has 
suffered; For one condemned he has been judged; For one buried he has been buried; But he is risen from the 
dead and he cries: Who will plead against me? I have delivered the one who was condemned, I have given back 
life to him who was dead, I have raised up one who was buried. Who will dispute my cause? I have abolished death, 
I have crushed hell, I have raised humanity to the highest heavens, Yes I, the Christ . . .1 am Your forgiveness, | 
am the Passover of salvation, I am Your light, I am Your resurrection. 

Melito of Sardis (bishop of Sardis) Easter Homily (SC 123, pp. n6,u0,122) 


W vo can understand love but he who loves? I am united with my beloved; my soul loves him. In his peace, that 
is where I am. I am no longer a stranger, for there is no hatred with the Lord. Because I love the Son I shall 
become a son. To cling to him, who dies no more, is to become immortal. He who delights in life shall be alive. 


Odes of Solomon 
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A Imighty God, unto whom all hearts are open, all desires known, and from whom no secrets are hidden; cleanse 
the thoughts of our hearts by the inspiration of Your Holy Spirit, that we may perfectly love You, and worthily 
magnify Your holy name, through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen 


Gregorian Sacramentary 


(Eternal Father, help me, I beg You, to bring forth in my life the fruits of the Spirit; the fruit of Love, that I may 
love You above all things, and all others in You and for Your sake; the fruit of Joy, that I may find Your service 
my delight; the fruit of Peace, that, pardoned and accepted through Your mercy, I may repose in Your love; the 
fruit of Long-suffering, that I may bear, with patient submission to Your will, all crosses and afflictions; the fruit 
of Gentleness, that I may subdue all risings of temper, and take calmly and sweetly all trials and provocations; 
the fruit of Meekness, that I may forgive freely all who may hurt me either by word or deed, and endure with 
patience all that may be laid up on me; the fruit of temperance, that I may restrain all my desires, bringing them 
into subjection in all things to Your holy will. 


Treasury of Devotion 


CO Lord, be mindful of me, who dwells in darkness and in the shadow of death and quicken Your creature with 
Your love, which is the very breath of my life. Make the divine fire of Your love consume in me every desire for 
earthly affection, and may there remain in my heart but one love alone, entirely directed to Your infinite beauty 
and goodness. “O Jesus, Your immense love, drawing me to union with Vourself, awakens in me a great longing 
to love You in return. Therefore, from the very depths of my heart, I cry to You, and beg You, by the flames of 
the boundless charity with which You loved me and became incarnate for me, to send me the Holy Spirit, that 
divine fire which inflames the Church, my Mother and Your Spouse, that He may enlighten and convert me and 
thus revivify my soul. “O sweetest Son of God, let that divine Spirit come. I open wide my heart to Him so that, 
disfigured as I am by sin, He may transform me according to Your beautiful form and grace. 
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Ven. John of Jesus Mary 


C infinite God, I wish to offer and consecrate myself unceasingly to You on the altar of my heart. First of all, 
I offer You, my soul, Your spouse, ransomed with Your precious Blood. I offer it as a place of repose for Your 
Majesty, that it may be transformed in You, no longer living of itself, but only with Your life. “O divine Wisdom, 
I offer You my intellect avid for knowledge, that You may quench its thirst by enabling it to comprehend Your 
grandeurs! Enlighten my darkness, and let me taste You in that very sweet knowledge which inflames my heart 
with love. “Next, O most beautiful Spouse of my soul, I offer You my will which seeks You above all else, to love 
You with an eternal ardor, and be united to You forever. Deign, O Lord, that my will may detach itself from all 
creatures and, soaring aloft, elevate itself to You; then, in the slumber of pure love, let it repose in the cavern of 
Your Heart. O delightful cavern, when shall I hide within You, and hear the pulsations of that Heart which gives 
me life and salvation? “But why, O my God, do I offer You, my soul, with its faculties, when I am already all Yours 
by creation and, even more, by Redemption? Is there some advantage for You, O most lovable Life, in this gift and 
offers which I would make to Your majesty and greatness? No, certainly it is not for Your interest, but for mine, O 
immortal Life, that I offer and give myself to You since I know with certainty that my happiness consists in uniting 
myself to You”. 

Ven. John of Jesus Mary 


W ven all within is dark, and former friends misprise; from them | turn to You and find love in Your eyes. When 
all within is dark, and I my soul despise; from me I turn to You and find love in Your eyes. When all Your face is 
dark, and Your just anger rise; from You I turn to You and find love in Your eyes. 


Solomon ibn Gabirol (1021-1058) 
Abraham E Millgram, Anthology Of Medieval Hebrew Literature, Burning Bush Press (1961). p.4 


May it please You, O Lord my God, to return to me in mercy and to bring me back to You in perfect repentance. 
O dispose my heart and turn Your ear to supplication. And open my heart to Your law. And plant in my thoughts 
the fear of you. And decree for me good decrees. And annul the evil decrees against me. And lead me not into 
the power of temptation. Nor into the power of contempt. And from all evil chances deliver me. And hide me 
in Your shadow until the havoc pass by. And be with my mouth in my meditation. And keep my ways from sin 
through my tongue. And remember me when You remember and favor Your people. And when You rebuild Your 
Temple that I may behold the bliss of Your chosen ones and purify me to seek diligently Your Sanctuary devastated 
and ruined and to cherish its stones and its dust, and the clods of its desolation, and rebuild the ruins of its wastes! 


Solomon ibn Gabirol (1021-1058) 
Abraham E Millgram, Anthology Of Medieval Hebrew Literature, Burning Bush Press (1961). pp.17-18 


You are One, the first of every number, and the foundation of every structure, You are One, and at the mystery of 
Your Oneness the wise of heart are struck dumb, For they know not what it is. You are One, and Your Oneness can 
neither be increased nor lessened, It lacks nothing, nor does aught remain over. You are One, but not like a unit 
to be grasped or counted, For number and change cannot reach You. You are not to be visioned, nor to be figured 
thus or thus. You are One, but to put to You bound or circumference my imagination would fail me. Therefore I 
have said I will guard my ways lest I sin with the tongue. You are One, You are high and exalted beyond abasement 
or falling, "For how should the One fall?" 

Solomon ibn Gabirol (1021-1058) 


Thou art mighty and there is none among all Thou hast formed and created who can emulate Thy deeds and Thy 
power. Thou art mighty, and Thine is the completed power beyond change or alteration. Thou art mighty, and 
from the abundance of Thy might dost Thou pardon in the time of Thy wrath And forbearest long with sinners. 
Thou art mighty, and Thy mercies are upon all Thy creatures, yea upon all of them. "These are the mighty deeds 
which are from eternity." 

Solomon ibn Gabirol (1021-1058) 


A + dawn I seek You out, my fortress and my rock, set my prayer before You dawn and dusk. In the presence 
of Your glory I stand and am afraid; Your eye can see each thought inside my heart. What is it that the heart and 
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what the tongue can do? Of what force is my spirit within? And yet the song of man finds favor; therefore I shall 
praise You while the breath of God is mine. 
Solomon ibn Gabirol (1021-1058) 


M orning and evening I seek You, spreading out my hands, lifting up my face in prayer. | sigh for You with a 
thirsting heart; I am like the pauper begging at my doorstep. The heights of heaven cannot contain Your presence, 
yet You have a dwelling in my mind. I try to conceal Your glorious name in my heart, but my desire for You grows 
till it bursts out of my mouth. Therefore I shall praise the name of the Lord as long as the breath of the living 
God is in my nostrils. 

Solomon ibn Gabirol (1021-1058) 


jong ord who listens and attends to the poor, how long will You distance yourself from my soul and hide? I’m weary 
from calling all night with a faithful heart, grateful always for Your gracious mercy, which abides. For You I hope, 
my king; in You I trust— like a dreamer trusting a reader with a dream that’s obscure. This is my prayer, hear my 
petition: I ask of You nothing less, and nothing more. 


Solomon ibn Gabirol (1021-1058) 
Peter Cole, Selected poems of Solomon Ibn Gabirol, Princeton University Press (2001). p.131 


Betore | was, Your enduring love came to me, O You who make being out of nothingness, and You created me. 
Who was it that designed my form? Who cast my body in a crucible and then made it congeal? Who was it that 
breathed into me the breath of life? Who opened the belly of the Sheol and brought me forth? Who has been my 
guide from boyhood to this day? Who taught me wisdom and showed me wonders? Yes, I am like clay in Your 
hands. Truly, it was You, not I, that made me. And so I shall confess my guilt; nor shall I say, ‘It was the serpent 
who conspired to deceive me.’ How could I ever conceal my sin from You? Even before I was, Your enduring love 
came to me! 


Solomon ibn Gabirol (1021-1058) 
J. M. Cohen (Ed.), The rider book of mystical verse, Rider: London (1983). p. 102 


Bow down before God, my precious thinking soul, and make haste to worship Him with reverence. Night and 
day think only of Your everlasting world. Why should You chase after vanity and emptiness? As long as You live, 
You are akin to the living God: just as He is invisible, so are you. Since Your Creator is pure and flawless, know 
that You too are pure and perfect. The Mighty One upholds the heavens on His arm, as You uphold the mute body. 
My soul, let Your songs come before Your Rock, who does not lay Your form in the dust. My innermost heart, 
bless Your Rock always, whose name is praised by everything that has breath. 


Solomon ibn Gabirol (1021-1058) 
Alan Jacobs, The element book of mystical verse, Elements (1997), p. 47 


C God, I have eaten of the bread of suffering and had my fill. Why have You given me more than my portion? 
Sorrow hangs in my heart like the moon in the sky, and despair covers my shoulders like a shawl. Will I grow 
old with dread as my constant companion? Enough! O God! Enough! Stop the plagues and let me go! Push this 
plate away from me! No more! Never anymore! Instead let me sit in the shade of Yours kindheartedness and sip 
the cool nectar of blessedness at Your feet. Raise Your hand, O God and it will all be so! Lift Your voice and night 
will turn to day, and I will rest in the peace of Your holy word. 

Martha Snell Nicholson 


One by one You took them from me all the things I valued most; until I was empty-handed. Every glittering toy 
was lost. 


And I walked earth’s highways, grieving, in my rags and poverty, until I heard Your voice inviting, “lift those empty 
hands to Me!” 


So I turned my hands toward heaven, and You filled them with a store of Your own transcendent riches, till they 
could contain no more. 
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And at last I comprehended with my stupid mind, and dull, that God could not pour his riches into hands already 
full. 
Martha Snell Nicholson 


IF , a poor sinner confess to almighty God that I am sorry for my many sins, that I am vain and corrupt, that I do 
not fully know my sins, and can never be sorry enough for them. So, almighty God, Father of all comfort, do not 
deal with me according to my many sins, but according to Your great mercy. When I hear Your Word, give me 
Your Holy Spirit so that I may realize my sins, know my sinful life, and that I may learn true humility, seek You in 
truth, and be relieved in heart and conscience by the comforting promise of our Lord Jesus. O Lord Jesus Christ, 
my Redeemer, by Your bitter death and suffering, be my intercessor and mediator to God Your heavenly Father, 
and with Your righteousness and innocence cover my sin and evil. May I not only hear Your Word, but keep it in 
my heart, and live by it. Amen. 

Johannes Bugenhagen, 1485-1558 


OC my Jesus, give me Your strength when my weak nature rebels against the distress and suffering of this life of 
exile and enable me to accept everything with serenity and peace. With my whole strength I cling to Your merits, 
Your sufferings, Your expiation, and Your tears, so that I may be able to cooperate with You in the work of salvation. 
Give me strength to fly from sin, the only cause of Your agony, Your sweat of blood, and Your death. Destroy in me 
all that displeases You and fill my heart with the fire of Your holy love and all Your sufferings. Clasp me tenderly, 
firmly, close to You that I may never leave You alone in Your cruel passion. I ask only for a place of rest in Your 
Heart. 


St. Pio of Pietralcina 


SF ord, God of my heart, You alone know and see all my troubles. You alone are aware that all my distress springs 
from my fear of losing You, of offending You, from my fear of not loving You as much as I should love and desire 
to love You. If You, to whom everything is present and who alone can see the future, know that it is for Your 
greater glory and for my salvation that I should remain in this state, then let it be so. I don’t want to escape from 
it. Give me the strength to fight and to obtain the prize due to strong souls. 


St. Pio of Pietralcina 


On my Jesus, give me Your strength when my weak nature rebels against the distress and suffering of this life of 
exile, and enable me to accept everything with serenity and peace. With my whole strength I cling to Your merits, 
Your sufferings, Your expiation, and Your tears, so that I may be able to cooperate with You in the work of salvation. 
Give me strength to fly from sin, the only cause of Your agony, Your sweat of blood, and Your death. Destroy in me 
all that displeases You and fill my heart with the fire of Your holy love and all Your sufferings. Clasp me tenderly, 
firmly, close to You that I may never leave You alone in Your cruel Passion. I ask only for a place of rest in Your 
Heart. Amen. 


St. Pio of Pietralcina 


C pen unto me - light for my darkness. 
Open unto me - courage for my fear. 
Open unto me - hope for my despair. 
Open unto me - peace for my turmoil. 
Open unto me - joy for my sorrow. 

Open unto me - strength for my weakness. 
Open unto me - wisdom for my confusion. 
Open unto me - forgiveness for my sins. 
Open unto me - love for my hates. 

Open unto me - thy Self for my self. 

Lord, open unto me! 


Howard Thurman 
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: IF esus Christ, may Your death be my life and in Your dying may I learn how to live. 


May Your struggles be my rest, Your human weakness my courage, Your embarrassment my honour, Your passion 
my delight, Your sadness my joy. 


In Your humiliation may I be exalted. In a word, may I find all my blessings in Your trials. 
Blessed Peter Faber, S.J. 


IF beg of You, O Lord, to remove anything which separates me from You, and You from me. Remove anything 
that makes me unworthy of Your sight, Your control, Your reprehension; of Your speech and conversation, of Your 
benevolence and love. Cast from me every evil that stands in the way of my seeing You, hearing, tasting, savouring, 
and touching You; fearing and being mindful of You; knowing, trusting, loving, and possessing You; being conscious 
of Your presence and, as far as may be, enjoying You. This is what I ask for myself and earnestly desire from You. 

Blessed Peter Faber, S.J. 


a ord, since You exist, we exist. Since You are beautiful, we are beautiful. Since You are good, we are good. By 
our existence we honour You. By our beauty we glorify You. By our goodness we love You. Lord, through Your 
power all things were made. Through Your wisdom all things are governed. Through Your grace all things are 
sustained. Give me power to serve You, wisdom to discern Your laws, and grace to obey those at all times. 

St. Edmund Rich (1180 - 1240) 


OC gracious and holy Father, give me wisdom to perceive You, intelligence to understand You, diligence to seek You, 
patience to wait for You, eyes to behold You, a heart to meditate upon You, and a life to proclaim You; through the 
power of the Spirit of Jesus Christ our Lord. 

Benedict of Nursia (480-c. 547) 


G vant me, O Lord my God, a mind to know You, a heart to seek You, wisdom to find You, conduct pleasing to You, 
faithful perseverance in waiting for You, and a hope of finally embracing you. 
St. Thomas Aquinas (1225-1274) 


Ba draw myself near to You, Lord, as a sick man to the Physician, as one defiled to the Fountain of mercy, as one 
blind to the Light of the eternal splendour, as one poor and needy to the Lord of Heaven and earth. Heal all my 
sickness, wash away my defilement, give Light to my blindness, enrich my poverty, and clothe my nakedness. 

St. Thomas Aquinas (1225-1274) 


G vant to me, O Lord God, a vigilant heart that no subtle speculation may ever lead me from You; a noble heart 
that no unworthy affection may draw me from You; an upright heart that no evil purpose may turn me from You. 
Give me a steadfast heart that no tribulation may shatter and a free heart that no violent affection may claim as its 
own. And finally, grant me, O Lord my God, a mind to know You, diligence to seek You, wisdom to find you. Give 
me a way of life pleasing to You, perseverance to trust and await You in confidence that I shall embrace You at the 
last. 

St. Thomas Aquinas (1225-1274) 


W ith all my heart I worship You, O hidden God. You who hide yourself behind the things of Your creation. My 
heart submits to You, and so does my mind. Compared with contemplating You, all else is nothing. I cannot touch 
You, taste You, see you. All senses are cheated of You — except the ear. Your Son has spoken, and I believe. Nothing 
has truth beyond the word I hear. On the cross, Your divinity was hidden, And now on earth, You humanity is 
hidden, But I acknowledge You and cry to you. I do not gaze, like Thomas, on Your wounds, But I confess that You 
are God. Give me a stronger faith, a surer hope, and a deeper love for You, my Lord. 

St. Thomas Aquinas (1225 - 1274) 
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OC my Father, my God, I am in Your hand; and may I rejoice above all things in being so. Do with me what seems 
good in Your sight; only let me love You with all my mind, soul and strength. Deliver me, O God, I beg You, from 
the violent passions. Deliver me, O God, from all idolatrous love of any creature. I know infinite number have 
been lost to You by loving those creatures for their own sake. Above all, deliver me, O my God, from all idolatrous 
self-love. I know, O God that this is the root of all evil. O let Your mighty arm so establish, strengthen, and settle 
me that You may ever be the ground and pillar of all my love. 

John Wesley (1703 - 1791) 


6 ome, in this quiet moment of meditation; call me again, lead me in Your way for me, let the assurance of Your 
friendship take away my fears. Let every shadow make me look up into Your blessed face. Let me rise up now 
and follow You. 

Leslie Weatherhead (1883 - 1975) 


C God, You are above all that is! How will a word praise You? For no word can describe You. How will the mind 
consider You? For no mind can apprehend You. You are too wonderful for words, since You originate whatever 
is spoken. You only are unknowable, since You originate whatever is thought. All beings speak of You, and those 
that do not speak cry out in praise. All beings think of You, and those that do not think honour You. All beings 
make prayer to You. To You every thinking creature speaks a song of silent praise. Everything abides in You alone; 
everything that moves, moves together with You. You are the goal of everything; The One, the All, yet Nothing. 
You are not one among many nor the totality of all beings; You have all names; how shall I call You? You alone 
are unenclosed; You are hidden above the clouds. What heavenly mind will enter in? Have mercy! O God, You 


are above all that is! What else can be done than to celebrate You in song? 
St. Gregory of Nazianzus (329 - 390) 
E. Ferguson, Inheriting wisdom, Hendrickson (2004), pp. 141-142. 


W ven did we first catch sight of You? When did we know there was more than meets the eye? Was it when our 
mother lifted me sky high and we looked down on her, the whole earth beaming back, that it was very good? Was 
it when our father reached out his arms and waited for me to stand up and walk forward, face forward on our own 
two feet? Was it when she touched me true? When he saw me steady and sure? When, in the time of our lives, 
did familiarity give birth to our faith? And where, or when, did we first hear tell of You? In what intonations what 
cadence of language and longing in our mother tongue? Where did we first feel the length and height of You? 
When did the river become a furrow in our mind? Where did we learn that You were shelter, storm, song of the 


city, lay of the land? 
Mary Jo Leddy, The other face of God: when the stranger calls us home, Orbis Books (2011), pp. 8 - 9. 


W bo are You, sweet light that fills me and illumines the darkness of my heart? You guide me like a mother’s 
hand, and if You let me go, I could not take another step. You are the space that surrounds and contains my being. 
Without You it would sink into the abyss of nothingness from which You raised it into being. You, closer to me 
than I to myself, more inward than innermost being. And yet unreachable, untouchable, and bursting the confines 
of any name: Holy Spirit - Eternal Love! 

Edith Stein (1891 - 1942) 


A ve You not the sweet manna that from the Son’s heart overflows into my heart, the food of angels and the 
blessed? He who raised himself from death to life, He has also awakened me to new life from the sleep of death. 
and he gives me new life from day to day, and at some time, his fullness is to stream through me, Life of Your life 
indeed, You Yourself: Holy Spirit - Eternal Life! 

Edith Stein (1894 - 1942) 


A ve You the ray That flashes down from the eternal Judge’s throne And breaks into the night of the soul That 
had never known itself? Mercifully relentlessly It penetrates hidden folds. Alarmed at seeing itself, The self makes 
space for holy fear, The beginning of that wisdom That comes from on high And anchors me firmly in the heights, 
Your action, That creates me anew: Holy Spirit ray that penetrates everything! 

Edith Stein (1891 - 1942) 
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. @ ve You the spirit’s fullness and the power By which the Lamb releases the seal Of God’s eternal decree? Driven 
by You The messengers of judgment ride through the world And separate with a sharp sword The kingdom of 
light from the kingdom of night. Then heaven becomes new and new the earth, And all finds its proper place 
Through Your breath: Holy Spirit victorious power! 

Edith Stein (1891 - 1942) 


A ve You the master who builds the eternal cathedral, Which towers from the earth through the heavens? 
Animated by You, the columns are raised high And stand immovably firm. Marked with the eternal name of God, 
They stretch up to the light, Bearing the dome, Which crowns the holy cathedral, Your work that encircles the 
world: Holy Spirit God’s molding hand! 

Edith Stein (1891 - 1942) 


@ ve You the one who created the unclouded mirror Next to the Almighty’s throne, Like a crystal sea, In which 
Divinity lovingly looks at itself? You bend over the fairest work of Your creation, And radiantly Your own gaze Is 
illumined in return. And of all creatures the pure beauty Is joined in one in the dear form Of the Virgin, Your 
immaculate bride: Holy Spirit Creator of all! 

Edith Stein (1891 - 1942) 


D ve You the sweet song of love And of holy awe That eternally resounds around the triune throne, That weds in 
itself the clear chimes of each and every being? The harmony, That joins together the members to the Head, In 
which each one Finds the mysterious meaning of his being blessed And joYously surges forth, Freely dissolved in 
Your surging: Holy Spirit eternal jubilation! 

Edith Stein (1891 - 1942) 


S oul of Christ, sanctify me. Body of Christ, save me. Blood of Christ, inebriate me. Water from the side of 
Christ, wash me. Passion of Christ, strengthen me. O good Jesus, hear me. Within Your wounds, hide me. Let 
me never be separated from you. From the malignant enemy, defend me. In the hour of my death, call me, And 
bid me come to You, That with Your saints I may praise you Forever and ever. Amen. 

Anima Christi (14th century) 


B3 esus, may all that is You flow into me. May Your body and blood be my food and drink. May Your passion and 
death be my strength and life. Jesus, with You by my side enough has been given. May the shelter I seek be the 
shadow of Your cross. Let me not run from the love which You offer, but hold me safe from the forces of evil. On 
each of my dyings shed Your light and Your love. Keep calling to me until that day comes, when, with Your saints, 
I may praise You forever. 


David L. Fleming, SJ, rephrasing of Anima Christi, Hearts on Fire Praying with Jesuits 


YW nite me to yourself, O adorable Victim; Life-giving heavenly bread, feed me; Sanctify me, reign in me; transform 
me to yourself; live in me, let me live in you; let me adore You in Your life-giving Sacraments as my God; listen to 
You, as to my Master; obey You as my King; imitate You as my model; follow You as my shepherd; love You as my 
Father; seek You as my physician; who will heal all the maladies of my soul. Be indeed my Way, Truth and Life. 
Sustain me, O Heavenly Manna through the desert of this world, till I shall behold You unveiled in Your glory. 

St. Elizabeth Ann Bayley Seton (Paraphrase of the Anima Christi) 


Ba love You, Jesus, but my heart is not satisfied, I am consumed by my thirst to love you! I long to love You 
much more, Immense Goodness, enlarge my heart, fill it with Your holy love! Enlarge my heart so that I may be 
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satisfied, my thirst will be quenched, loving You, with You, for you! I drink from the fount of water which comes 
from you. 1 long for you! 
St. Frances Xavier Cabrini (1850 - 1917) 


Let me not be separated from You by sin. 
Let me not be separated from You by tepidity. 
Let me not be separated from You in will and in intention. 
Let me not be separated from You in memory and thought. 
Let me not be separated from You in prosperity: By pleasure; By pride; By dissipation; By inordinate affections; 
Let me not be separated from You in adversity; By sorrow; By discouragement; By my daily faults. 
Blessed Sacrament Book - F. X. Lasance (1860 - 1946) 


OC my Lord Jesus, give me and all souls in need a safe refuge in Your adorable wounds. 
Suffer us to take refuge in the wounds of Your feet from the demon of depression, who strives to trample in the 
dust souls redeemed by Your precious blood. 
In the wound of Your left hand, suffer us to take refuge from those who may bear ill will or hatred against us. 
In the wound of Your right hand, afford us a refuge from the flatteries of false friends and the praise of men. 
In the wound of Your sacred heart, hide us from all that can tend to draw us away from you. 
Blessed Sacrament Book - F. X. Lasance (1860 - 1946) 


OC Jesus, be the canoe that holds me in the sea of life. Be the steer that keeps me straight. Be the outrigger that 
supports me in time of great temptation. Let Your spirit be my sail that carries me through each day. Keep my 
body strong, so that I can paddle steadfastly on, in the long voyage of life. 

A New Hebridean Prayer, 1000 world prayers by Marcus Braybrooke, Circle Books (2003). 


OC my God! imprint it on my Soul with the strength of the Holy Spirit that by his grace, supported and defended, I 
may never forget that You are my all. 
St. Elizabeth Seton 


OC unfathomable depth! O Deity eternal! O deep ocean! What more could You give me than to give me Yourself? 


St. Catherine of Siena 


O God, You have made me, You have redeemed me Vou helped me. Teach me, to know You, to love You, to work 
with You, This day and every day. 


O God, You have made me and all that is made is of You There is none before You, nor after You, Your being has 
neither end nor beginning Nor any succession of time: You are immeasurable, incomprehensible, alone in Your 
glory. 

And I, Your creation, brought into being in the order of created life made for Your praise and glory to serve You 
in loving freedom to possess all things in You and for You, my God, my all. 


O God, You are in all and through all, Yet not a part of that which is created by You: Your presence is witnessed by 
and through which all that is possesses form and has beginning; Your works are eloquent of You yet are not You, 
They reveal You and worship You; They exist because of You Nor can rival You, My God, my all. 


O God, You are my God. You are eternal, uncreated, the living fire of love in whose creative power all being has 
its source. You are the light wherein the visible do proclaim Your invisibility; You are the energy through which 
each separate part of Your creation acts whether in the ordered pattern of nature’s law or through the individual 
liberty of freedom’s gift; You are the way the only way wherein the creatures can be rightly free; You are the truth 
whereby intelligence may measure life, emotion feel the fullness of relationship, That life may answer life and will 
may freely find its end in love’s dependence. My God, my all 

Father Gilbert Shaw (1886-1967) 
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Gilbert Shaw, A pilgrim’s book of prayers, A.R. Mowbray & Co. Limited (1960) pp 25-26 


F ather guide me, Son enlighten me, Spirit given me life. Guard my soul, Establish my body, Elevate my senses, 
Manage my relationships, Direct my ways, Form my habits, Bless my actions, Fulfill my prayers, Inspire holy 
thoughts, Pardon my past, Correct my present, Lead my future Give me Your peace which passeth all understanding, 
And knit me so close to You that I may never be parted from You, my lord, my love, my life. 

Gilbert Shaw, A pilgrim’s book of prayers, A.R. Mowbray & Co. Limited (1960) pp 45-46 


G od of mercy, God of grace, teach me to hold my will attentive in the liberty that You have given me, that I 
may will, with You, to do Your will as You show it to me; draw me to respond to You in each separate occasion 
of the passing time that when the vanities of earth are passed, I may remain forever in the loving rhythm of thy 
everlasting peace. 

Gilbert Shaw, A pilgrim’s book of prayers, A.R. Mowbray & Co. Limited (1960) p 132 


CO God, before Whom all hearts are open, to Whom all desires are known, from Whom no secret is hidden, purify 
the thoughts of our hearts by inpouring of the Holy Spirit, that we may perfectly love You and worthily magnify 
Your Holy Name through Christ our Lord. 


Lawrence G. Lovasik, Come, holy spirit, p. 60 


S hine upon me, O the Light of my eyes! Show Yourself to me, O Life of my soul! My great delight, my desired 
comfort! You are my rest, my glory, my honour, and my sole desire. May I hold You, my Beloved. May I feel 
You, my great joy, within and without. May I possess You, O eternal Felicity! enjoy You, O everlasting Life, in my 
inmost heart. May I love You, my God, my Refuge, and my Deliverer. May I cleave to You, O my surest Hope, in 
all my tribulations. May I be filled with You, O eternal Good. Open my inmost ears, that I may hear Your voice 
within; and in understanding, it may rejoice and live in You. Give me the heart to fear You, a memory at all times 
to recollect You, a will which may indisputably cleave to You the chief Good. May my whole soul be possessed by 


You, and repose in You alone. 
R. Brett, Instructions, prayers, and holy aspirations for afflicted Christians, London: Joseph Masters: C. Miller (1848), pp.16-17. 


Y ou, O Eternal Trinity, are a deep sea, into which the more I enter the more | find, and the more I find the 
more | seek. The soul cannot be satisfied in Your abyss, for she continually hungers after You, the Eternal Trinity, 
desiring to see You with the light of Your light. As the heart desires the spring of the living water, so my soul 
desires to leave the prison of this limited body and see You in truth. O abyss, O Eternal Godhead, O sea profound, 
what more could You give me than Yourself? You are the fire that ever burns without consumed; You consume in 
Your light all the soul’s self-love; You are the fire which takes away cold; with Your light You illuminate me so that 
I may know all Your truth. Clothe me, clothe me with Yourself, Eternal Truth, so that I may run this mortal life 
with true obedience, and with light of Your most holy faith. 


St. Catherine of Sienna 


W vat can I call You, my God? Shall I collect together all the words which praise Your holy Name, shall I give 
You all the names of this world, You, the Unnameable? Shall I call You God of my life, meaning of my existence, 
hallowing of my acts, my journey’s end, bitterness of my bitter hours, home of my loneliness, You, my most 
treasured happiness, Shall I say: Creator, Sustainer, Pardoner, Near One, Distance One, Incomprehensible One, 
God both of flowers and stars, God of gentle wind and of terrible battles, Wisdom, Power, Loyalty and Truthfulness, 
Eternity and Infinity, You the All-merciful, You the Just One, You Love itself? What can I call You, my God? 

Karl Rahner, Prayers for a lifetime, Crossroad-New York (1989), p. 4. 


KH oly Spirit, dwell in me that I may become prayer whether I sleep or wake, eat or drink, labour or rest, may the 
fragrance of prayer rise, without effort, in my heart. Purify my soul and never leave me, so that the movements 
of my heart and mind may, with voices full of sweetness, sing in secret to God. 
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St. Isaac the Syrian (613 — 700) 


eed ord, take, take my lips and speak through them, take my mind and think through it, take my heart and set it 
on fire for love of You. 
Attributed to W. H. Aitken (1841-1927) 


C God, How far will I go to look for You? How deep will I delve to know You? How empty will I be to hold You? 
How quiet will I be to perceive You? How humble will I be to reach You? How free will I be to accept You? How 
open will I be to receive You? How true will I be to love You? How willing is this heart of mine to pay the price 
to be one with You? 


J. Rupp, Fragments of Your Ancient name, Sorin Books (2011) 


Oy eep the song in my soul; let it not lose its music. Keep the holy in my soul; let it not ignore its source. Keep 
the love in my soul; let it not close in on self. Keep the light in my soul; let it not forget to shine. Keep the vision 
in my soul; let it not lose sight of You. O, the Keeper of my soul. 


J. Rupp, Fragments of Your Ancient name, Sorin Books (2011) 


Y ou are Love like no other. Love so large You contain our smallness. Love so deep You accept our shallowness. 
Love so strong You carry our weakness. Love so wide You enclose our wandering. Love so tender You experience 
our hurting. Love so tolerable You outlive our apaYour. Love so ardent You thaw our coldness. Love so true You 
endure our betrayals. Love so patient You wait for our returning. 


J. Rupp, Fragments of Your Ancient name, Sorin Books (2011) 


CO When I search for light in my darkness, You are there. When I experience the star-filled universe, You are 
there. When I long for warmth in cold relationships, You are there. When I wonder what sustain my faith, You 
are there. When I appreciate faithfulness of old friends, You are there. 


J. Rupp, Fragments of Your Ancient name, Sorin Books (2011) 


KH ave I ever know You to truly fail me? Has there been a time when You let me down? Have I come to You and 
not been heard? Your silence has led me to doubt and question when I lost sense of You, time and again. Upsetting 
events and circumstances distance us. Eventually, I heard You whisper in the darkness. Only in looking back did 
I see how You held me. Continually courted me with Your kindheartedness. Gradually I became assured of Your 
unending fidelity. 


J. Rupp, Fragments of Your Ancient name, Sorin Books (2011) 


C God, How far will I go to look for You? How deep will I delve to know You? How empty will I be to hold You? 
How quiet will I be to perceive You? How humble will I be to reach You? How free will I be to accept You? How 
open will I be to receive You? How true will I be to love You? How willing is this heart of mine to pay the price 
to be one with You? 


J. Rupp, Fragments of Your Ancient name, Sorin Books (2011) 


W ere would I be without You as my confidante and companion? How would I navigate life’s troubles Without 
Youthere to advise me? Your faithful friendship provides Vitality, encouragement, confidence, And endless ingre- 
dients of joy. I learn from You the basic criterion Of what it means to be a true friend, Reliant, accessible, and 
trusting. 

J. Rupp. Anchors for the Soul: Daily Wisdom for Inspiration and Guidance 
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A long with countless other beggars who rely on You for spiritual food I come with my own unfilled bowl, 
confident that I will surely receive from the bounty of Your goodness. You know my poverty and give freely, 
enough to satisfy my hunger, plenty to nourishing my famished soul. No need to demand or be gluttonous for | 
can be satisfied with what I obtain. 

J. Rupp 


W hen did you first Weave your way into my life, Beloved? When did you first entice me with your contagious 
colours of love? When did the mystery of your kindness stir so strongly I could no longer deny your grace? | 
do not know the precise moment. Perhaps there never was one. More, it seems to me, are the countless times, 
endless ways, you enter, thread by thread, the pattern of my days, your presence inaudibly interlacing my every 
moment, Your whispers and sighs, your breathy voice in the ear of my heart, persuading me into your embrace. 
Please, Beloved, never stop encouraging me. Draw me daily into the sanctuary of your enduring love. 

J. Rupp 


OC Jesus, Son of the living God, Light of Light, the true and perfect light, from whom this light of the sun and 
the day had their beginning: You the Light shining in darkness enlightening everyone that comes into the world! 
Expel from me all clouds of ignorance, and give me true understanding, that in You and by You I may know the 
Father: whom to know is to live, and to serve is to reign. 

Henry Vaughan, I will lift up mine eyes, by B. Bishop, Hallmark (1968) 


W wocover | am, however I come to You, with whatever burdens and fears, with whatever images I have of You, 
only one thing matters: that “I truly desire to find You, to see You, and to love You”. Break through all that stands 
between my desire and You. Set me free. Hear my prayer. Fulfill my hope in You 

John Kirvan, God hunger, Sorin Books (1999) 


S tab through, dearest Lord Jesus, the marrow and flesh of my soul with the sweetest and most healing wound 
of Your love, with the true, clear, and most holy devotion of the apostles, so that my soul may always grow faint 
and weak solely for the love and desire of You. May it long for You and fall down in Your halls, may it desire to 
be dissolved and to exist with You. Make it so my soul hungers for You, the bread of angels, the restoration of 
holy souls, our daily bread without which we cannot live, containing every sweetness and savor and every delight 
o pleasantness. May my heart always hunger for and consume You, on whom the angels long to look, and may 
the flesh of my soul be filled again with the sweetness of Your savor. May it always thirst for You, the fountain of 
life, the fountain of wisdom and knowledge, the fountain of eternal light, torrent of pleasure, richness of the house 
of God. May it always go round about You, seek You, find You, stretch out toward You, come to You, dwell on You, 
speak to You, and work out all things to the praise and glory of Your name with humility and discernment, with 
love and delight, with ease and devotion, with perseverance until the end, that You alone may always be my hope, 
all my confidence, my wealth, my pleasure, my happiness, my joy, my rest and tranquility, my peace, that which is 
pleasant to me, my fragrance, my sweetness, my food, my restoration, my refuge, my help, my wisdom, my portion, 
all that I possess, my treasure, in whom may my heart and mind always be rooted unshakably, fixed and firm. 

St. Bonaventure (1221-1274) 


P ierce, O most sweet Lord Jesus, my inmost soul with the most joyous and healthful wound of your love, with 
true, serene, and most holy apostolic charity, that my soul may ever languish and melt with love and longing for 
you, that it may yearn for you and faint for your courts, and long to be dissolved and to be with you. Grant that 
my soul may hunger after you, the bread of angels, the refreshment of holy souls, our daily and supersubstantial 
bread, having all sweetness and savor and every delight of taste; let my heart ever hunger after and feed upon 
you, upon whom the angels desire to look, and may my inmost soul be filled with the sweetness of your savor; 
may it thirst after you, the fountain of life, the fountain of wisdom and knowledge, the fountain of eternal light, 
the torrent of pleasure, the richness of the house of God; may it ever compass you, seek you, find you, run to you, 
attain you, meditate upon you, speak of you, and do all things to the praise and glory of your name, with humility 
and discretion, with love and delight, with ease and affection, and with perseverance unto the end; may you alone 
be ever my hope, my entire assurance, my riches, my delight, my pleasure, my joy, my rest and tranquility, my 


300. 


301. 


302. 


303. 


19 


peace, my sweetness, my fragrance, my sweet savor, my food, my refreshment, my refuge, my help, my wisdom, 
my portion, my possession and my treasure, in whom may my mind and my heart be fixed and firm and rooted 
immovably hence forth and for ever. 

St. Bonaventure (1221-1274) 


W beg the all-merciful Father through You, his only-begotten Son made man for our sake, crucified and glorified 
for us, to send upon us from His treasure-house the Spirit of sevenfold grace, who rested upon You in all His 
fullness: 


the spirit of wisdom, enabling us to relish the fruit of the tree of life, which is indeed Yourself; 
the gift of understanding: to enlighten our perceptions; 

the gift of prudence, enabling us to follow in Your footsteps; 

the gift of strength: to withstand our adversary’s onslaught; 

the gift of knowledge: to distinguish good from evil by the light of Your holy teaching; 

the gift of piety: to clothe ourselves with charity and mercy; 

the gift of fear: to withdraw from all ill-doing and live quietly in awe of Your eternal majesty. 


These are the things for which we petition. Grant them for the honor of Youry Holy Name, to which, with the 
Father and the Holy Ghost, be all honor and glory, thanksgiving, renown, and Lordship for ever and ever. 
St. Bonaventure (1221-1274) 


Gi h, sweet Jesus, pierce the marrow of my soul with the healthful shafts of Your love so that it may truly burn, 
melt, and languish with one desire, that of You; that it may desire to be dissolved, and to be with You: let it hunger 
alone for the bread of life: let it thirst after You, the fountain of eternal light, the Stream of True Pleasure; let it 
always seek You, and find You, and sweetly rest in You. 

St. Bonaventure (1221-1274) 


MM ost sweet Jesus, pierce the interior of my soul with the sweet wound of Your love, that my soul may ever 
languish and be dissolved with Your love and with the desire of possessing You, and long to quit this life, that it 
may come to be perfectly united with You in a blessed eternity. Grant that my soul may ever thirst after You, speak 
only to You, find You and do all for Your glory. Grant that my heart may be ever fixed on You who are my only 
hope, my riches, my peace, my refuge, my confidence, my treasure, and my inheritance, 

St. Bonaventure (1221-1274) 


SF ord, where shall I find You? Your place is lofty and secret. 

And where shall I not find You? The whole earth is full of Your glory! 

You are found in man’s innermost heart, yet You fixed earth’s boundaries. 

You are a strong tower for those who are near, and the trust of those who are far. 

You are enthroned on the cherubim, yet You dwell in the heights of heaven. 

You are praised by Your hosts, but even their praise is not worthy of You. 

The sphere of heaven cannot contain You; how much less the chambers of the Temple! 

Even when You rise above Your hosts on a throne, high and exalted, 

You are nearer to them than their own bodies and souls. 

Their mouths attest that they no Maker except You. 

Who shall not fear You? All bear the yoke of Your kingdom. 

And who shall not call to You? It is You who give them their food. 

I have sought to come near You, I have called to You with all my heart; and when I went out towards You, I found 
You coming towards me. 

I look upon Your wondrous power with awe. 

Who can say that he has not seen You? 

The heavens and their legions proclaim Your dread -without a sound. 

But can God really dwell among men? 

Their foundations are dust - what can they conceive of Him? 

Yet You, O Holy One, make Your home where they sing Your praises and Your glory. The living creatures, standing 
on the summit of the world, praise Your wonders. Your throne is above their heads, yet it is You who carry them 
all. 
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Yehuda HaLevi - Sephardic physician poet, philosopher, 1075-1141 


G veator of All, You are in all that is small. To the far You are near, to the near You are here. An ark was Your 
home—so is heaven's dome: Its Hosts sing Your praises and You are host to their clan. The spheres cannot hold 
You, but a room can. Alone and unknown, above on Your throne, You are closer to man than his own skin and 
bone. His words proclaim that it was You who made him. Who does not know You? Your yoke is his guide. Who 
does not pray to You to provide? I have longed for Your presence, I have called You in Your absence, As I set out 
to greet You I have found You come to meet me: In Your holiness I saw You, in the wonder of Your glory. Yet who 
has not seen You, if ever he saw, In skies that are silent, stars loud with awe? Did You truly decide to reside in 
man’s midst? O let him but trust in that, made out of dust, Though You dwell in solitude, sacred and blessed! The 
seraphs extol You from their supreme height: They carry Your seat—and You, the world’s weight. 

The selected poems of Yehuda Halevi, NextBook Inc. 2011 


GF ord, You are my sole desire, though I keep it my soul’s secret. Could I but do Your will and die that moment, 
I would seek it. Placing in Your hands my spirit, I would sleep - and sweet such sleep is. Far from You, all life is 
dying; death is life with You beside me. 


And yet I know not how to further Most my faith or best to serve it. Instruct me in Your ways, then, Lord, And 
free my mind from folly’s service. Teach me while I have strength to suffer, Nor despise my suffering In the time 
still left before, Myself a burden to myself, My cankered bones fail to support me And, my only choice submission, 
I make the voyage to my fathers, Stopping to rest at their last stop Deep in the earth, I who once was A sojourner 
upon its surface. 


My young years thought of naught save themselves. When will my world-sated soul save itself? How worship my 
Maker when all He has made Makes me passion’s captive and slave, Or strive for the heights when at the day’s 
end Sister worm awaits my descent? How, even, be glad in glad times, When none know what the future will spell, 
And the days underwrite my decay With the nights, half of me to dispel To the wind and half to the dust? What 
can I plead when I am pursued By my lust from my youth to my wane? What of this world but Your will is my 
share, And if You are not mine what is mine? What more can I ask or declare? I am naked of deeds, Your justice 
my only attire. Lord, You are my sole desire. 

The selected poems of Yehuda Halevi, NextBook Inc. 2011 


On God, You, when I beseech You, hear my voice, my cry, oh You God. 

Oh God, You, show Your hand, reveal Your omnipotence and pardon me, oh You God. 

Oh God, You, my heart beats wildly in my bosom, I wrap myself into my distress, oh You God. 
Oh God, You, may my memory be pleasant to You, think of me and take care of me, oh You God. 
Oh God, You, I always await Your help, may Your love be my consolation, oh You God. 

Oh God, You, my creator You, my rock, who besides You is my helper, oh You God! 

Oh God, You, may Your mercy envelop me, do not count the number of my sins, oh You God. 
Oh God, You, my thinking desires only You, and my soul says: You are mine, oh You God. 

Oh God, You, my fear envelops my heart, I pour out my soul to You, oh You God. 

Oh God, You, hear me for Your sake and today accept my prayer, oh You God. 

Oh God, You, see, my feeling is in Your hand, You know the secret of my heart, oh You God. 
Oh God, You, bring healing to my pains, open Your eyes and see, oh You God. 

Oh God, You, put my foot on the ground, I will affirm You before everyone, oh You God. 

Oh God, You, see me waiting for Your help, until You look this way and turn, oh You God. 

Oh God, You, lend an ear to my cry, be merciful and hear me, oh You God. 


Franz Rosenzweig, NinetyTwo Poems and Hymns of Yehuda Halevi, Berlin: Verlag Lambert Schneider 1927 


Gi my God, Trinity whom I adore, help me to forget myself entirely that I may be established in You as still and 
as peaceful as if my soul were already in eternity. May nothing trouble my peace or make me leave You, O my 
Unchanging One, but may each minute carry me further into the depths of Your Mystery. Give peace to my soul; 
make it Your heaven, Your beloved dwelling and Your resting place. May I never leave You there alone but be 
wholly present, my faith wholly vigilant, wholly adoring, and wholly surrendered to Your creative Action. 
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Elizabeth of the Trinity (1880-1906) 


G ome, my Way, my Truth, my Life: such a way as gives me breath; such a truth as ends all strife; such a life 
as killeth death. Come, my Light, my Feast, my Strength: such a light as shows a feast; such a feast as mends in 
length; such a strength as makes a guest. Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart: such a joy as none can move: such 
a love as none can part; such a heart as joys in love. 

George Herbert (1593-1633) 


OC Almighty and ever-living Lord God! Majesty, and Power, and Brightness and Glory! How shall we dare to 
appear before Your face, we who are contrary to You in all we call you? For we are darkness, and weakness, and 
filthiness, and shame. Misery and sin fill our days: yet You are our Creator and we Your work. Your hands both 
made us, and also made us lords of all thy creatures; giving us one world in ourselves, and another to serve us; 
Then You placed us in Paradise, and were proceeding still on in Your favours, until we interrupted Your counsels, 
disappointed Your purposes, and sold our God, our glorious, our gracious God for an apple. O write it! O brand it 
in our foreheads for ever: for an apple once we lost our God, and still lose him for no more; for money, for meat, 
for diet; But You Lord are patience, and pity, and sweetness, and love; therefore we sons of men are not consumed. 
You have exalted Your mercy above all things and You have made our salvation, not our punishment, to be Your 
glory: so that then where sin abounded, not death, but grace superabounded. 

George Herbert (1593-1633) 


T hou that has given so much to me, give one thing more - a grateful heart; Not thankful when it pleases me, as 
if Your blessings had spare days; but such a heart, whose very pulse may be Thy praise. 
George Herbert (1593-1633) 


O God, let me rise to the edges of time and open my life to Your eternity; let me run to the edges of space and gaze 
into Your immensity; let me climb through the barriers of sound and pass into Your silence; and then, in stillness 
and silence, let me adore You, who are Life — Light —- Love — without beginning and without end, the Source — the 
Sustainer — the Restorer — the Purifier — of all that is; the Lover who has bound earth to heaven by the beams of a 
cross; the Healer who has renewed a dying race by the blood of a chalice; the God who has taken man into Your 
glory by the wounds of sacrifice; God. . . God... God. . . Blessed be God. Let me adore You. 

Sister Ruth, Community of the Sisters of the Love of God 


W ak with me, good and loving God, as I journey through life. May I take Your hand and be led by Your Holy 
Spirit. Fill me, inspire me, free me to respond generously to Your call. For I believe You desire my deepest joy, 
and it is only in Your company that my soul will be satisfied and my life will find its meaning and purpose. 


Sisters of Notre Dame 


eo ord, my God and my loving Father You have made me to know You, to love You, to serve You, And thereby 
to find and fulfill myself. I know that You are in all things, And that every path can lead me to You But of them 
all, there is one especially By which You want me to come to You. Since I will do what You want of me, I pray 
You, send Your Holy Spirit to me: into my mind, To show me what You want of me; into my heart, To give me the 
determination to do it, And to do it with all my love, with all my mind, And with all my strength right to the end. 


Carmelite Sisters of the Divine Heart of Jesus 


G od, grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, the courage to change the things I can, and the 
wisdom to know the difference. Living one day at a time, enjoying one moment at a time, accepting hardship as 
the pathway to peace. Taking, as Jesus did, this sinful world as it is, not as I would have it. Trusting that You will 
make all things right if I surrender to Your will. So that I may be reasonably happy in this life, and supremely 
happy with You forever in the next. 


315. 


316. 


SLT. 


82 


Attributed to Reinhold Niebuhr, Lutheran theologian (1892-1971) 


KH ave mercy on me, Lord, for I am weak; remember, Lord, how short my time is; remember that I am but flesh, 
a wind that passeth away, and cometh not again. My days are as grass, as a flower of the field; for the wind goeth 
over me, and I am gone, and my place shall know me no more. I am dust and ashes, earth and grass, flesh and 
breath, corruption and the worm, a stranger upon the earth, dwelling in a house of clay, few and evil my days, 
to day, and not to morrow, in the morning, yet not until night, in a body of sin, in a world of corruption, of few 
days, and full of trouble, coming up, and cut down like a flower, and as a shadow, having no stay. Remember this, 
O Lord, and suffer, remit; what profit is there in my blood, when I go down to the pit? By the multitude of Your 
mercies, by the riches and excessive redundancy of Your pity; by all that is dear to You, all that we should plead, 
and before and beyond all things, by Yourself, by Yourself; O Lord, and by Your Christ. Lord, have mercy upon 
me, the chief of sinners. O my Lord, let Your mercy rejoice against Your judgment in my sin. O Lord, hear, O 
Lord, forgive, O Lord, hearken, O Lord, hearken and do, do and defer not for Thine own sake, defer not; O Lord 
my God. 

John Henry Newman (1801 - 1890) 


& ssence beyond essence, Nature increate, Framer of the world, I set You, Lord, before my face, and I lift up my 
soul unto You. I worship You on my knees and humble myself under Your mighty hand. I stretch forth my hands 
unto You; my soul gasps unto You as a thirsty land. I smite on my breast and say with the Publican, God be merciful 
to me, a sinner, the chief of sinners; to the sinner above the Publican, be merciful as to the Publican. Father of 
mercies, I beseech You fatherly affection, despise me not an unclean worm, a dead dog, a putrid corpse, despise not 
the work of Yours own hands, despise not Yours own image though branded by sin. Lord, if it is Your will, You can 
make me clean, Lord, only say the word, and I shall be cleansed. And You, my saviour Christ, Christ my saviour, 
Savior of sinners, of whom I am chief, despise me not, despise me not, O Lord, despise not the cost of Your blood, 
who am called by Your Name; but look on me with those eyes with which did look upon Magdalen at the feast, 
Peter in the hall, the thief on the wood; - that with the thief I may call on You humbly, Remember me, Lord, in 
Your kingdom; that with Peter, I may bitterly weep and say, O that mine eyes were a fountain of tears that I might 
weep day and night; that with Magdalen, I may hear You say, Your sins be forgiven, and with her to love much, 
for many sins yea manifold have been forgiven me. And Thou, All-holy, Good, and Life-giving Spirit, despise me 
not, Your breath, despise not Thine own holy things; but turn Thee again, O Lord, at the last, and be gracious unto 
Your servant. 

John Henry Newman (1801 - 1890) 


Alessed are You, O Lord, Our God, the God of our Fathers; who turn the shadow of death into the morning; and 
lighten the face of the earth; who separate darkness from light of the light and banishes night and brings back the 
day; who lightens my eyes, that I sleep not in death; who delivers me from the terror by night, from the pestilence 
that walks in darkness; who drives sleep from my eyes, and slumber from my eyelids; who makes the outgoings of 
the morning and evening to praise You; because I laid me down and slept and rose up again, for the Lord sustained 
me; Because I waked and beheld, and my sleep was sweet unto me. Blot out, as a thick cloud, my transgressions, 
and as a cloud my sins; grant me to be a child of light, a child of the day, to walk soberly, holily, honestly, as in the 
day, vouchsafe to keep me this day without sin. You, who uphold the falling and uplift the fallen, do not harden 
my heart in provocation, temptation, or deceitfulness of any sin. 


Deliver me from the snare of the hunter, the noise of pestilence, the arrow that flies by day, and the sickness that 
destroys during the day. 


Protect me against my own evil and also against today’s evils. Let me not spend my days in vanity nor my years 
in sorrow. Let me hear Your loving-kindness early in the morning, for I trust in Thee; show me where I should 
walk, for I lift up my soul to Thee. 


Defend me from my enemies, O Lord, because I flee to you. Teach me to do what pleases You, for You are my 
God. I ask Your loving Spirit to lead me into righteousness. 


Quicken me, O Lord, and bring my soul out of trouble through Your righteousness; remove from me all foolish 
imaginations, and inspire those that are pleasing to You. 


Turn away my eyes lest they behold vanity; let my eyes look right on, and let my eyelids look straight before me. 
Hedge up mine ears with thorns lest they incline to undisciplined words. Give me early the ear to hear, and open 
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mine ears to the instruction of Thy oracles. Set a watch, O Lord, before my mouth, and keep the door of my 
lips. Let my word be seasoned with salt, that it may minister grace to the hearers. Let no deed be grief unto me 
nor offence of heart. Let me do some work for which Thou wilt remember me, Lord, for good, and spare me 
according to the greatness of Thy mercy. Into Thine hands I commend my spirit, soul, and body, which Thou hast 
created, redeemed, regenerated, O Lord, Thou God of truth; and together with me all mine and all that belongs to 
me. Thou hast vouchsafed them to me, Lord, in Thy goodness. Guard me from all evil, guard our souls, I beseech 
Thee, O Lord. Guard me without falling, and place me immaculately in the presence of Thy glory in that day. 
Guard my going out and my coming in henceforth and for ever. Prosper, I pray Thee, Thy servant this day, and 
grant him mercy in the sight of those who meet him. O God, make speed to save me, O LORD, make haste to 
help me. O turn Thee then unto me, and have mercy upon me; give Thy strength unto Thy servant, and help the 
son of Thine handmaid. Show some token upon me for good, that they who hate me may see it and be ashamed, 
because You, Lord, have rescued and comforted me. 

John Henry Newman (1801 - 1890) 


Gi Lord, I am not worYour, I am not fit, that Thou shouldest come under the roof of my soul; for it is all desolate 
and ruined; nor hast Thou in me fitting place to lay Your head. But, as Thou didst vouchsafe to lie in the cavern and 
manger of brute cattle, as Thou didst not disdain to be entertained in the house of Simon the leper; as Thou didst 
not disdain that harlot, like me, who was a sinner, coming to You: and touching You; as Thou abhorredst not her 
polluted and loathsome mouth; nor the thief upon the cross confessing You: So me too the ruined, wretched, and 
excessive sinner, deign to receive to the touch and partaking of the immaculate, supernatural, lifegiving, and saving 
mysteries of Your all holy Body and Your precious Blood. Listen, O Lord, our God, from Your holy habitation, and 
from the glorious throne of Your kingdom, and come to sanctify me. O Thou who sittest on high with the Father, 
and art present with me here invisibly; come Thou to sanctify the gifts which lie before You, and those in whose 
behalf, and by whom, and the things for which, they are brought near You. And grant to me communion, unto 
faith, without shame, love without: dissimulation, fulfilment of Your commandments, alacrity for every spiritual 
fruit; hindrance of all adversity, healing of soul and body; that we too, with all Saints, who have been well pleasing 
to You from the beginning, may become partakers of Your incorrupt and everlasting goods, which Thou hast 
prepared, O Lord, for them that love You; in whom Thou art glorified for ever and ever. Lamb of God, that takest 
away the sin of the world, take away the sin of me, the utter sinner. 


john henry newman 


# ather, the Creator; Son, the Redeemer; Spirit, the Regenerator; destroy me not, whom You created, redeemed 
and regenerated me. Don’t remember, Lord, my sins, nor the sins of my forefathers; neither take vengeance for 
our sins, theirs nor mine. Spare me, Lord, them and me, spare Your people, and, among Your people, Your servant, 
who is redeemed with Your precious blood; and be not angry with me forever. Be merciful; be merciful; spare 
me, Lord, and be not angry with me forever. Be merciful; be merciful; have pity on me, Lord, and be not angry 
with me to the full. Deal not, O Lord, deal not with me after my iniquities neither recompense me according to 
my sins; but after Your great pity, deal with me, and according to the multitude of Your mercies, recompense me; 
after that, so great pity, and that multitude of compassion, as You did to our fathers in the times of old;— by all 
that is dear unto You. From all evil and adversity, in all times of need; from this evil and this adversity, in this 
time; raise me, rescue me, save me, O, Lord. Deliver me, O Lord, and destroy me not. On the bed of sickness; in 
the hour of death; in the day of judgment, in that dreadful and fearful day; rescue me, Lord, and save me;— from 
seeing the judge’s face overcast, from being placed on the left, from hearing the dreadful word, Depart from Me, 
from being bound in chains of darkness, from being east into the outer darkness, from being tormented in the pit 
of fire and brimstone, where the smoke of the torments ascendeth forever. Be merciful, be merciful, spare me, 
pity me, O Lord: and destroy me not forever, deliver and save me. 


John Henry Newman 


Up with our hearts; we lift them to the Lord. O how very meet, and right, and fitting, and due, in all, and 
for all, at all times, places, manners, in every season, every spot, everywhere, always, altogether, to remember 
You, to worship You, to confess to You, to praise You, to bless You, to hymn You, to give thanks to You, Maker, 
nourisher, guardian, governor, preserver, worker, perfecter of all, Lord and Father, King and God, fountain of life 
and immortality, treasure of everlasting goods. Whom the heavens hymn, and the heaven of heavens, the Angels 
and all the heavenly powers, one to other crying continually, and we the while, weak and unworYour, under their 
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feet, - Holy, Holy , Holy Lord the God of Hosts; full is the whole heaven, and the whole earth, of the majesty of 
Your glory. Blessed be the glory of the Lord out of His place, for His Godhead, His mysteriousness, His height, His 
sovereignty, His almightiness, His eternity, His providence. 


John Henry Newman 


OC ne thing have I desired of the Lord, which I will require, that I may dwell in the house of the Lord all the days 
of my life, to behold the fair beauty of the Lord, and to visit His temple. Two things have I required of You, O 
Lord, deny me not before I die; remove far from me vanity and lies; give me neither poverty nor riches, feed me 
with food convenient for me; lest I be full and deny You and say, who is the Lord? or lest I be poor and steal, and 
take the Name of my God in vain. Let me learn to abound, let me learn to suffer need, in whatsoever state I am, 
therewith to be content. For nothing earthly, temporal, mortal, to long nor to wait. Grant me a happy life in piety, 
gravity, purity, in all things good and fair, in cheerfulness, in health, in credit, in competency, in safety, in gentle 
estate, in quiet; a happy death, and a deathless happiness. 


John Henry Newman 


CO sweetest Jesus, I offer You all the love of my heart, in choosing You for my companion and guide. | offer You 
my body and soul to be employed in Your service alone and evermore. Oh! that I could love You as You love me. 
Oh! that I could humble myself as You humbled Yourself, to be able to honour and serve You, as You deserve. Joy 
and gladness be to You, O Jesus, from Your sweetest Heart my one refuge and shelter in my exile, from that Heart 
so full of care for me. Joy and gladness be to You from my heart and my soul, and from all the creatures of Your 
Hand. O God, transform me so entirely into You intense love that all my imprecation may be consumed, and that 
I may have no life apart from You. 


CO Lord, let me not henceforth desire health or life, except to spend them for You, with You, and in You. You alone 
know what is good for me; do, therefore, what seems best to You. Give to me, or take from me; conform my will 
to Yours; and grant that, with humble and perfect submission and in holy confidence, I may receive the orders of 
Your eternal providence; and may equally adore all that comes to me from You; through Jesus Christ our Lord. 
Blaise Pascal (1623 - 1662) 


-S how me, O Lord, Your mercy, and delight my heart with it. Let me find You whom I so longingly seek. See, 
here is the man whom the robbers seized, mishandled, and left half dead on the road to Jericho. O kind-hearted 
Samaritan, come to my aid! I am the sheep who wandered into the wilderness — seek after me, and bring me 
home again to Your fold. Do with me what You will, that I may stay by You all the days of my life, and praise You 
with all those who are with You in heaven for all eternity. 

St. Jerome (c. 347-420) 


W pray to You, O Lord, who are the supreme Truth, and all truth is from You. We beseech You, O Lord, who 
are the highest Wisdom, and all the wise depend on You for their wisdom. You are the supreme Joy, and all who 
are happy owe it to You. You are the Light of minds, and all receive their understanding from You. We love, we 
love You above all. We seek You, we follow You, and we are ready to serve You. We desire to dwell under Your 
power for You are the King of all. 

St. Alfred the Great 


OC Loving Jesus, Meek Lamb of God, I miserable sinner, salute and worship the most Sacred Wound of Your 
Shoulder on which Thou didst bear Your heavy Cross, which so tore Your Flesh and laid bare Your Bones as to 
inflict on You an anguish greater than any other wound of Your Most Blessed Body. I adore You, O Jesus most 
sorrowful; I praise and glorify You and give You thanks for this most sacred and painful Wound, beseeching You 
by that exceeding pain and by the crushing burden of Your heavy Cross, to be merciful to me, a sinner, to forgive 
me all my mortal and venial sins and to lead me on towards Heaven along the Way of Your Cross. 

St. Bernard of Clairvaux (1090 - 1153) 
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6 ome, Lord Jesus, take away scandals from Your Kingdom, which is my soul, and reign there, You who alone 
have the right. For greediness comes to claim a throne within me; haughtiness and self-assertion would rule over 
me; pride would be my king; lust says “I will reign’; ambition, detraction, envy and anger struggle within me for 
the mastery. I resist as far as I am able; I struggle according as help is given me; I call on my Lord, Jesus; for 
His sake I defend myself, since I acknowledge myself as wholly His possession. He is my God, Him I proclaim my 
Lord; I have no other king than my Lord Jesus Christ. Come then, O Lord, and disperse these enemies by Your 
power, and You shall reign in me, for You are my king and my God. 

St. Bernard of Clairvaux (1090 - 1153) 


Gi my Divine Savior, Transform me into Yourself. May my hands be the hands of Jesus. Grant that every faculty 
of my body May serve only to glorify You. Above all, Transform my soul and all its powers So that my memory, 
will and affection May be the memory, will and affections Of Jesus. I pray You To destroy in me all that is not of 
You. Grant that I may live but in You, by You and for You, So that I may truly say, with St. Paul, “I live - now not I 
- But Christ lives in me." 

St. John Gabriel Perboyre 


Gi Lord, take away my heart of stone, my hardened heart, my uncircumcised heart and grant to me a new heart, 
a heart of flesh, a clean heart! O Thou who purifieth the heart and loveth the clean heart, possess my heart and 
dwell in it, containing it and filling it, higher than my highest and more intimate than my most intimate thoughts. 
Thou who art the image of all beauty and the seal of all holiness, seal my heart in Thine image and seal my heart 
in Your mercy, O God of my heart and the God of my portion in eternity. 

Baldwin, Bishop of Canterbury (12th century) 


Gi loving Lord! Who are ever lovable and never sufficiently loved, I love You with all my heart, and above all 
things. Every moment of my life not dedicated to Your love is considered lost. Yes, O divine Jesus! Whilst You 
dwell within my breast and live in me, I hope You know that I love You. As the hart pant after the water fountains, 
my soul pant after You, O God! My soul hath thirsted after the strong, living God; when shall I come and appear 
before the face of God? For what have I in heaven? And besides You, what do I desire on earth? Let blind 
and infatuated worldlings intoxicate themselves with this life’s false, transient, and fading happiness; for my part, 
nothing besides You can content me, either in heaven or here on earth. Come then, O Lamb of God, who takes 
away the world’s sins! Come, the beloved of my heart! Come to nourish, comfort, and enliven my sickly soul. O 
God of my heart! Let me neither love, seek, nor think of any other object but You alone; for You alone are my 
consolation, my treasure, my joy, my life, and my all! 


from the Augustinian Manual 


HC ow wonderful are Your depths, O God... and how great are those who dive into them. I drifted away with the 
songs of the saints, although I am not one of them. I struggle to reach out for You, the most Holy; yet You cannot 
be attained... No words can describe You; the wildest imagination cannot portray You. When I seem satisfied, | 
realize how empty still I am. When I seem to have attained You, You are much afar. When I live in You, You live 
in me. When You are hidden from me, I am hidden in You. When I need to call You, I find You within me, all 
the time and everywhere; You never left me. You, who fills everything and nothing can contain You. You are the 
closest to my soul, yet You cannot be reached. When I listen, You speak to me. When I touch You, You do not 
move... All praise is due to You, who are hidden from everyone, although all live in You. 

St. John Saba 


KH ow wonderful are Your hidden mysteries, O our God. Who could ever believe them? My heart is transported 
at the recollection of them: the limbs of my body are cut off at their sweetness. I forget all that I am when I 
meditate on these things with which 1 have no affinity: in my desire, I try to compel the Giver, forgetting all that 
he is; yet it is him that I have been struggling to take hold of: I grasp him, but he is not to be grasped; I catch 
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him, but he is not be caught. Having my fill, yet I am empty. When I grasp him, he is not there. As I live in him, 


he lives in me. 
St. John Saba 
Sebastian P. Brock, A Brief Outline of Syriac Literature, St. Ephrem Ecumenical Research Institute (2009). p 232. 


Ba love You, O my God, and my only desire is to love You until the last breath of my life. I love You, O my 
infinitely lovable God, and I would rather die loving You, than live without loving You. I love You, O my God, and 
I do not desire anything but heaven so as to have the joy of loving You perfectly. I love You, O my God, and I fear 
hell, because there will not be the sweet consolation of loving You. I love You, Lord, and the only grace I ask is to 
love You eternally My God, if my tongue cannot say in every moment that I love You, I want my heart to repeat it 
to You as often as I draw breath. Allow me the grace to suffer loving You, to love You suffering and one day to die 
loving You and feeling that I love You. And as I approach my end, I beg You to increase and perfect my love of 
You. 

St. John Vianney 


6 ome, true light. Come, eternal life. Come, hidden mystery. Come nameless treasure. Come, ineffable thing. 
Come, person who flees human comprehension. Come, ceaseless courage. Come, true hope of all who are being 
saved. Come, resurrection of the dead. Come, powerful one. You do everything always. You transform and change 
with a single gesture of the hand. Come, fully invisible, untouchable, impalpable. Come, You who always remain 
unmoving, though You hourly move and come to me, who lie in the underworld, though You Yourself live above 
the heavens. Come, name most desired and encountered more than anything. But to say about You what You are 
or to know what You are, we are absolutely forbidden. Come, eternal joy. Come, unfading wreath. Come, purple 
of our great God and sovereign. Come, girdle, like a crystal transparent and studded with precious stones. Come, 
unapproachable refuge. Come, the king’s purple and the right hand of holy majesty. Come! My poor soul has 
needed and needs You. Come, alone to alone, for i am alone, as You see, Come! You have isolated me and made 
me alone on the earth. Come! You have become my need, and made it so that I have need of You, of You who 
are accessible to no one. Come, my breath and life. Come, the comfort of my contemptible soul. Come, my joy, 
glory and unceasing consolation. I give thanks to You because here, amid turbulence, change and dizzying motion, 
You have become a spirit one with me; and though You are God above all, You have become for me all in all. 

St. Symeon the New Theologian 


J» what Heaven should a man have to climb and the ends of what sea go to find You, who is completely 
inaccessible, You who is totally infinite, completely untouchable? How should I find You, who is immaterial in 
matter, the Creator in creation, the Incorruptible in corruptible things, tell me? How should I be outside the world, 
who am within the world? How should I unite myself with the Immaterial who am united with matter? How should 
I embrace the Incorruptible? who am totally corruptible? I who am in death, how can I draw completely near the 
life? I am a cadaver; how can I approach the Immortal? I, who am completely grass, how would I dare to touch 
fire? 

St. Symeon the New Theologian 


JF have lived in the desert, hiding from You, my sweet Master. I have been brought to this state by the night of 
life’s cares, where I have suffered many bites and wounds, where I get up bearing many wounds in my soul and I 
cry in my pain and in my suffering of heart: “Have mercy; show pity on me, the transgressor!” O Doctor, Lover 
of souls, the One who only loves mercy. You are the one who heals gratuitously the sick and wounded heal my 
crimes, my wounds. Let Your oil of grace drop, my God, and pour over my wounds, stanch my ulcers, cauterize 
and revigorate my weakened members and make all the cuts disappear. 

St. Symeon the New Theologian 


IF give You thanks, to me You are a light that knows no evening, a sun that never sets. You cannot remain hidden, 
for You fill all things with Your glory. You never hide Yourself from anyone, but we are always hiding from You, 
not wishing to come near You. For where could You hide Yourself, since You have no place in which to take Your 
rest? Or why should You hide, since You turn away from no one and are afraid of none? Pitch Your tent within 
me, gracious Master; Take up Your dwelling in me now and remain in Your servant unceasingly, inseparably, to 
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the end. At my departure from this life and afterwards, may I be found in You and reign with You, who are God 
over all. Stay with me, Master, do not leave me alone. When they find You dwelling within me, my enemies who 
seek always to devour my soul, will be put to flight; They will have no more power against me, when they see You, 
who are more powerful than all, lodging in the house of my humble soul. You did not forget me, Master, when I 
was in the world and sunk in ignorance, but You chose me and separated me from the world and set me up in the 
presence of Your glory. Keep me constant and unshaken in the interior dwelling-place that You have made within 
me. Though dead, I live when I gaze on You; Possessing You, though poor, I am forever rich, More wealthy than 
any ruler. Eating and drinking You, clothing myself in You from day to day, I shall be filled with blessings and 
delight beyond all telling. For You are every blessing and all splendor and joy, and to You is due glory, to the Holy, 
Consubstantial and Life-giving Trinity, worshipped and confessed by all the faithful and adored in Father, Son and 
Holy Spirit, now and ever, and to the ages of ages. 

St. Symeon the New Theologian 


C Master, Lord of heaven and earth, I know that I have sinned before You, more than any human being, more 
than even the irrational animals and reptiles, and I am not worthy to ever receive any mercy from You. Therefore, 
I would not have dared to draw near or to fall down before You, O King, lover of man, had I not heard Your holy 
voice saying: I do not at all desire the death of the sinner, but that he may return and live. And again: There is joy 
in heaven over one sinner who repents. I remember, also, the parable of the Prodigal Son, which You have said, O 
Master, that when he returned, before he had drawn near to You, You, O compassionate one, came to him and fell 
upon his neck and kissed him affectionately. Hence, taking courage from the ocean of Your goodness, I have come 
near to You with pain, sadness, and grief in my heart, even though I am still hardened and wounded sorely and lie 
in misery In the depths of the Hades of my transgressions. But, from now on, I give You my word, O Lord, that as 
long as You order me to remain alive and in this body, I will not forsake You, nor will I turn back, neither will I 
ever touch vain and evil things. But You, O my God, know my weakness, my wretchedness, my faintheartedness, 
and my old predispositions, which are going to torture and oppress me. Therefore, as I fall before You, help me 
and forsake me not; neither allow me to be ridiculed and mocked for long by the enemy, for from now on I am 
Your servant, O Good One. 

St. Symeon the New Theologian 


W ith all my heart, I Love You. With all my soul, I Love You. With all my mind, I Love You. With all my strength, 
I Love You. Above all possessions and honors, I Love You. Above all pleasures and enjoyment, I Love You. More 
than myself and everything belonging to me, I Love You. More than all my relatives and friends, | Love You. More 
than all men and angels, I Love You. Above all created things in heaven or on earth, I Love You. Only for Yourself, 
I Love You. Because You are the sovereign Good, I Love You. Because You are infinitely worYour of being loved, 
I Love You. Because You are infinitely perfect, | Love You. Even had You not promised me heaven, I Love You. 
Even if You menaced me with hell, I Love You. Even if You will try me by want and misfortune, I Love You. In 
wealth and in poverty, I Love You. In prosperity and in adversity, I Love You. In health and in sickness, I Love 
You. In life and in death, I Love You. In time and in eternity, I Love You. My God, My Saviour, My Advocate. 

Pope Pius VI 


M y God, who do possess, in incomprehensible abundance, all that is perfect and worYour of love, annihilate in 
me all guilty, sensual, and undue love for creatures. Kindle in my heart the pure fire of Your love, so that I may 
love nothing but You or in You, until being so entirely consumed by holy love of You, I may go to love You eternally 
with the elect in heaven, the country of pure love. 

Pope Pius VI 


CO Lord, we beg You to deliver me from the fear of the unknown future; from the fear of failure, from fear of 
poverty; from fear of bereavement; from fear of loneliness; from fear of sickness and pain; from the fear of age; 
and from fear of death. Help me, O Father, by Your grace to love and fear You only, fill our hearts with cheerful 
courage and loving trust in You; through our Lord and Master Jesus Christ. 


Akanu Ibaim, Mosaic Holy Bible New Living Translation 
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A Imighty and merciful God, who is the strength of the weak, the refreshment of the weary, the comfort of the 
sad, the help of the tempted, the life of the dying, the God of patience and of all consolation; You know full well 
the inner weakness of our nature, how we tremble and quiver before pain, and cannot bear the cross without Your 
divine help and support. Help me, O eternal and pitying God, help me to possess my soul in patience, to maintain 
unshaken hope in You, to keep childlike trust which feels a Father’s heart hidden beneath the cross; so shall I be 
strengthened with power according to Your glorious might, in all patience and long-suffering; I shall be enabled to 
endure pain and temptation, and, in the very depth of my suffering, to praise You with a joyful heart. Amen. 
Johann Habermann, 1516-1590 


SF ord, I would sigh only for You. Grant that I may see but You, that I may feel but You, taste but You, think but 
of You, speak and work for You. You are my treasure; let my heart repose only in You. 


Abbe Lasausse 


OC my God, fill me with Your spirit, the spirit of love; Your spirit of sweetness, of zeal; Your spirit of detachment 
and of mortification. Give me Your sentiments. May all hearts be filled with Your love! 


Abbe Lasausse 


OC my Saviour, I am not worYour to approach You, but I love You—would that it were without limit! I approach 
You to obey You, and to glorify You, to fortify myself and to be transformed into You. 


Abbe Lasausse 


M y God, I humbly ask pardon for so many sins which I have committed with this tongue, which Thou has given 
me to bless You. I will punish myself by speaking little, and never of myself without necessity or against charity 
or truth, but only to induce others to love You. 


Abbe Lasausse 


MM y God, make me affable to all, sweet to all, particularly to those who make me suffer. Grant that the sweetness 
I show them for love of You may draw them to love You. 


Abbe Lasausse 


MM y God, I desire only to love and to please You. I will seek only this. It is not to be happy I desire heaven, it is 
to love You perfectly. Oh, how touching is Your love and goodness for me! 


Abbe Lasausse 


MM y God, I would wish to say, in all my actions, that I love You, that I repent for not having always loved You. I 
would die for sorrow because, instead of loving You, I have loved the world and its vanities. I would that I might 
love You as much as Thou deservest to be loved. I will never cease to love You nor to ask for Your love. 


Abbe Lasausse 


OC my God, how can my heart desist from saying, " I love You, ” as often as I breathe? Let my heart, so ungrateful, 
become grateful. Let this heart, all ice, be consumed with love for You. 


Abbe Lasausse 


OC my God, if I had a thousand hearts I would give them all to You. Why hast Thou given me a heart which cannot 
love You as Thou deservest to be loved, which can attach itself to vanity? Deign to fill with Your love this heart 
which desires to be all Thine. 


Abbe Lasausse 
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M y God, Thou art the God of my heart. I desire but You. I sigh after heaven, because it is only in heaven that 
we shall love You perfectly. 


Abbe Lasausse 


MM y God, I desire to think always of You, and to say that I love You. Every time I breathe, let it be an aspiration 
which says, I love You. 


Abbe Lasausse 


OC , my God, You know how much my heart yearns to love You and to cling to You alone! O my sweet Love, grant 
that I may ever love You more and more and always think of You! O my God, how much do I love You! I love 
You from the bottom of my heart and with all the powers of my soul! O, my dearest Father, how I love You! More 
than anything this world can offer, more than even my life itself, I love You. Willingly, I offer it to You if I can 
honour and please You. May whatever I will pass through in my earthly journey leads to Your greater glory and 
my salvation! 

Father von Cochem (1630||1634 - 1712) adopted 


W ven comes the evening of life, I shall stand before You with empty hands, because I do not ask You, My God, 
to take account of my works. All our works of justice are blemished in Thine Eyes. I wish therefore to be robed 
with Thine own Justice, and to receive from Your Love the everlasting gift of Yourself. I desire no other Throne, 
no other Crown but You, O my Beloved! 


Saint Thérése, the Little Flower of Jesus 


Gi my Beloved, I desire at every beat of my heart to renew this Oblation an infinite number of times, “till the 
shadows retire," and everlastingly, I can tell You my love face to face. 


Saint Thérése, the Little Flower of Jesus 


CO Adorable Face of Jesus, sole beauty which ravishes my heart, vouchsafe to impress on my soul Your Divine 
Likeness, so that it may not be possible for You to look at Your Spouse without beholding Yourself. O my Beloved, 
for Love of You I am content not to see here on earth the sweetness of Your Glance, nor to feel the ineffable Kiss 
of Your Sacred Lips, but I beg of You to inflame me with Your Love, so that it may consume me quickly, and that 
soon I may behold Your glorious Countenance in Heaven.. 


Saint Thérése, the Little Flower of Jesus 


M y God, I have always desired to love You alone. It has been my only ambition. Your love has gone before me, 
even from my childhood days. It has grown with my growth, and now it is an abyss whose depths I cannot fathom. 


Love attracts love; mine darts towards You and would fain make the abyss brim over, but alas! It is not even as a 
dewdrop in the ocean. To love You as You love me, I must make Your Love my own. Thus alone can I find rest. 
O my Jesus, it seems to me that You could not have overwhelmed a soul with more love than You have poured out 
on me, and that is why I dare ask You to love those You have given me, even as You love me. 


If in Heaven, I find that You love them more than You loved me, I shall rejoice, for I acknowledge that their desires 
are greater than mine, but now, I can conceive no love vaster than that with which You have favoured me, without 
any merit on my part. 


Saint Thérése Martin (of Lisieux) 


Take from me, Lord, my heart of stone, take away my hardened heart, take away my uncircumcised heart. Give 
me a new heart, a heart of flesh, a clean heart! You, the cleaner of the heart and the lover of the clean heart, 
possess my heart and dwell in it, holding it together and filling it, higher than my highest and more deeply than 
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my innermost. Vou, the very shape of beauty and the image of holiness, seal my heart in Your image. Seal my 
heart beneath Your mercy, God of my heart and God my portion into eternity 
Baldwin of Canterbury (d. 1191) 


Gi Deity eternal, o eternal Trinity, who through the union of divine nature made good for my purchase the incredibly 
great price of the blood of Your one and only Son! You, eternal Trinity, You are a kind of boundless sea, in which 
so much the more | seek, the more | find; and the more I find, the more I seek You. You, in a way that does not 
last, satisfy my spirit; since in Your depth You satisfy my soul in such a way that it always remains thirsting and 
hungry, wishing for You, eternal Trinity, and desiring to see You, light in Your light. I have tasted and seen with 
the light of understanding, Your depth in Your light, eternal Trinity, and the beauty of Your creature. Therefore, 
by gazing at myself in You, I have seen that I will be Your image . . . Indeed when You, eternal Father, bless me 
from Your power and Your wisdom, that wisdom that was appropriately given to Your one and only Son. Truly, the 
Holy Spirit, Who proceeds from You, Father, and from Your Son, has given me a will through which He makes 
me suited for loving. For You, eternal Trinity, You are the maker, and I am that which was made. From this, with 
You illuminating my understanding, I recognized in the new creation that You made of me through the blood of 
Your one and only Son, that You have been seized by love for the beauty of what You made. O depth! O eternal 
Trinity! O Deity! O boundless sea! What greater gift were You able to give me than Yourself? You are fire Who 
always burns and are not consumed. You are the one Who consumes with Your heat whatever there is of selfish 
love in the soul. You are again the fire Who takes away all coldness and You illumine minds with Your light, 
with that very light with which You made me to know Your truth. In the mirror of this light I recognize You the 
highest good, good above all good, fortunate good, incomprehensible good, beauty above all beauty, wisdom above 
all wisdom, because You are wisdom itself. You are the food of angels Who with the fire of love Have given Yourself 
to mankind. You are the garment (my nakedness) covering. You feed me who are hungry with Your sweetness, 
with which You are sweet beyond all bitterness. O eternal Trinity! 

St. Catherine of Siena (1347-1380) 


Ba pray You, my Lord, not to look at my sins, but rather, by Your holy Passion and by the precious Blood which 
You have shed, awaken my soul to the grace of Your love, for You have commanded me to love You with all our 
heart and with all our strength; which no one can fulfil without Your help. So help me, beloved Son of God, that I 
may love You with all my heart and strength. 

Holy Brother John of Fermo, one of the St. Francis’ pupils 


Gi Jesus Christ, most sweet Saviour, have mercy on me in my trouble; by the truth of Your salvation and the 
multitude of Your mercies, restore to me the joy of Your countenance and cast upon me a look of pity, for the earth 
is full of Your mercy. 

Holy Brother John of Fermo, one of the St. Francis’ pupils 


KH elp me, O my Lord! for without You, my sweet Saviour, I am all in sorrow and in darkness; without You, 
gentle Lamb, I am in anguish and fear; without You, Son of the most high God, I am in confusion and in shame; 
without You, I am despoiled of every good, for thou art Jesus Christ, the true light of my soul; without You, I am 
lost and damned, for thou art the life of souls, the life of life; without You, I am sterile and unfruitful, for thou art 
the foundation of every grace; without You, I can have no consolation, for thou, O Jesus, art our Redeemer, our 
love, our desire, the bread of comfort, the wine which rejoices the hearts of angels and of saints; enlighten me, O 
pitying Shepherd, for I am Your lamb, albeit most unworthy. 

Holy Brother John of Fermo, one of the St. Francis’ pupils 


OC my Lord Jesus Christ, | thank You for this Your love when the Lord punisheth his servant well in this life, that 
so he may not be punished in the other. And I am ready gladly to endure every pain and suffering which thou, 
my God, art pleased to send me for my sins. 


St. Francis of Assisi 
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M y spirit has become dry because it forgets to feed on You. 
St. John of the Cross (1542 - 1591) 


W bere have You hidden Yourself, and abandoned me in my groaning, O my Beloved? You have fled like the hart, 
having wounded me. I ran after You, crying; but You were gone. 


O shepherds, You who go through the sheepcots up the hill, if You shall see him whom I love the most, tell him I 
languish, suffer, and die. 


In search of my Love I will go over mountains and strands; | will gather no flowers, I will fear no wild beasts; and 
pass by the mighty and the frontiers. 


O groves and thickets planted by the hand of the Beloved; O verdant meads enameled with flowers, tell me, has 
he passed by You? 


Oh! who can heal me? Give me at once Yourself, send me no more a messenger who cannot tell me what I wish. 


All they who serve are telling me of Your unnumbered graces; and all wound me more and more, and something 
leaves me dying, I know not what, of which they are darkly speaking. 


But how You persevere, O life, not living where You live; the arrows bring death which You receive from Your 
conceptions of the Beloved. 


Why, after wounding this heart, have You not healed it? And why, after stealing it, have You thus abandoned it, and 
not carried away the stolen prey? 


Quench my troubles, for no one else can soothe them; and let my eyes behold You, for You are their light, and I 
will keep them for You alone. 


Reveal Your presence, And let the vision and Your beauty kill me, Behold the malady Of love is incurable Except 
in Your presence and before Your face. 


O crystal well! Oh that on Your silvered surface You would mirror forth at once Those eyes desired Which are 
outlined in my heart! 


Turn them away, O my Beloved! I am on the wing: 
St. John of the Cross (1542 - 1591) 


C living flame of love that tenderly wounds my soul in its deepest centre! Since now You are not oppressive, now 
consummate! if it be Your will: tear through the veil of this sweet encounter! O sweet cautery, O delightful wound! 
O gentle hand! O delicate touch that tastes of eternal life and pays every debt! in killing You changed death to 
life. O lamps of fire! in whose splendours the deep caverns of feeling, once obscure and blind, now give forth, 
so rarely, so exquisitely, both warmth and light to their Beloved. How gently and lovingly You wake in my heart, 
where in secret You dwell alone; and in Your sweet breathing, filled with good and glory, how tenderly You swell 


my heart with love. 
St. John of the Cross (1542 - 1591) 


St. John of the Cross, The Living Flame of Love, 


C sweetest love of God, too little known ; he who has found Thee is at rest; let everything be changed, O God, 
that we may rest in Thee. Everywhere with Thee, O my God, everywhere all things with Thee ; as I wish, O my 
Love, all for Thee, nothing for me - nothing for me, everything for Thee. All sweetness and delight for Thee, none 
for me - all bitterness and trouble for me, none for Thee. O my God, how sweet to me Thy presence, Who art the 


Supreme Good ! 
St. John of the Cross (1542 - 1591) 


Scott, W. Major, Aspects of Christian mysticism, New York, E.P. Dutton and Company (1907) 


W bere have You hidden, Beloved, and left me moaning? You fled... After wounding me; I went out calling You, 
and You were gone. If by chance You see Him I love most, Tell Him that I sicken, suffer, and die. Why, since You 
wounded This heart, don’t You heal it? And why, since You stole it from me, Do You leave it so, And fail to carry off 
what You have stolen? Extinguish these miseries, since no one else can stamp them out; And may my eyes behold 
You, Because You are their light, And I would open them to You alone. 
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St. John of the Cross (1542 - 1591) 


G od of my life! Nothing can make me glad, for all my gladness springs from the sight of You, and fails me 
because I have You not. If this is Your will, my GOD, I live forlorn, I'll take my longings even for my comfort 
while dwelling in this world. When shall there dawn that most delicious day, when, O my Glory, I may joy in You 
delivered from this body’s heavy load? Yet if my life can bring increase of glory to Your eternal being, in truth I 


do not wish that it should end. 
St. John of the Cross (1542 - 1591) 


Fr. Many Cihlar, Mystic at prayer, Supreme Grand Lodge Of The Ancient and Mystical Order (1936) 


OC living flame of love that tenderly wounds my soul in its deepest centre! Since now You are not oppressive, now 
consummate! if it be Your will: tear through the veil of this sweet encounter! 


O sweet cautery, O delightful wound! O gentle hand! O delicate touch that tastes of eternal life and pays every 
debt! in killing You changed death to life. 


O lamps of fire! in whose splendours the deep caverns of feeling, once obscure and blind, now give forth, so 
rarely, so exquisitely, both warmth and light to their Beloved. 


How gently and lovingly You wake in my heart, where in secret You dwell alone; and in Your sweet breathing, filled 


with good and glory, how tenderly You swell my heart with love. 
St. John of the Cross (1949-1951) 
L. Dupré and J. W. Wiseman, Light from Light: An Anthology of Christian Mysticism, PauliSt. Press; 2° (2001), p. 354. 


W bere have You hidden, Beloved, and left me moaning? You fled... After wounding me; I went out calling You, 
and You were gone. Shepherds, if by chance You see Him I love most, Tell Him that I sicken, suffer, and die. Why, 
since You wounded This heart, don’t You heal it? And why, since You stole it from me, Do You leave it so, and fail 
to carry off what You have stolen? Extinguish these miseries, Since no one else can stamp them out; And may my 


eyes behold You, Because You are their light, And I would open them to You alone. 
St. John of the Cross (1949-1951) 


To You, O Lord, the only good one who does not remember evils, I confess my sins, I fall down before You, 
unworYour as I am, crying out: "I have sinned, O Lord, I have sinned, and I am not worYour to look upon the 
height of heaven for the multitude of my iniquities." But, my Lord, O Lord, grant me tears of compunction, You 
who alone are good and merciful, so that with them I may beg of You to cleanse me of all sin before the end; for 
frightful and terrible is the place that I must pass through when I have separated from this body, and a multitude 
of dark and inhuman demons awaits me, and there is no one to come to my help or deliver me; wherefore, I fall 
down before Your goodness: Do not deliver me up to those who wrong me, nor let my enemies triumph over me, 
O Good Lord, nor let them say: You have come into our hands and You have been delivered to me. Neither, O 
Lord, forget Your compassion, and do not render to me as my iniquities deserve, and do not turn Your countenance 
away from me; but, O Lord, chasten me, with mercy and compassion, and do not let my enemy rejoice over me, 
and bring to nothingness all his deeds. And grant me an unsullied way to You, O Good Lord, because, having 
sinned, I have not had recourse to any other physician and have not stretched out my hands to a strange god. 
Therefore, do not reject my supplication, but hearken to me in Your goodness, and strengthen my heart in Your 
fear; and let Your grace be on me, O Lord, like a fire consuming the impure thoughts within me. For You, O Lord, 
are the Light above all lights, the Joy above all joy, the Repose above all repose, the True Life, and the Salvation 
that abides to the ages of ages. 

Akathist to our Sweetest Lord Jesus Christ 


OC my Lord and Savior, in Your arms I am safe; keep me and | have nothing to fear; give me up, and | have nothing 
to hope for. I know not what will come upon me before I die. I know nothing about the future, but I rely upon 
You. I pray You give me what is good for me; I pray You take from me whatever may imperil my salvation; I pray 
not to make me rich; I pray not to make me very poor, but I leave it all to You because You know, and I do not. If 
You bring pain or sorrow on me, give me the grace to bear it well - keep me from fretfulness and selfishness. If 
You give me health and strength, and success in this world, keep me ever on my guard lest these great gifts carry 
me away from You. O You who did die on the Cross for me, even for me, sinner as I am, give me to know You, 
to trust You, to love You, to serve You; ever to aim at setting forth Your glory; to live to and for You; to set a good 
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example to all around me; give me to die just at that time and in that way which is most for Your glory, and best 
for my salvation. 


St. John Henry Newman 


FP ather, I abandon myself into Your hands. Do with me as You will. Whatever You may do with me, I thank you. 
I am ready for all; I accept all. Let only Your will be done in me and in all as in all Your creatures, and I'll ask 
nothing else, my Lord. Into Your hands I commend my spirit; I give it to You, with all the love of my heart, for I 
love you, Lord, and so need to give myself, to surrender myself into Your hands with a trust beyond all measure, 
because You are my Father. 

Charles de Foucauld (1858-1916) 


CO Word God Almighty, redeem my soul from its bondage, that I may be free to live henceforth, not for myself, 
but for you. Help me to put away self, and to remember that this life is not given for my ease, my enjoyment. It 
is a schooling time for the eternal home You have prepared for those who love you. Keep my eye steadily fixed 
on that haven of rest and peace, that I may not be faint nor be weary from the length of the way, but may strive 
to walk worthy of my high calling in all meekness and lowliness of heart. 

Maria Hare (1798-1870) 


Fill me, O Christ, with wonder, love, and praise, that I may praise You, God with us. O Lord, be my light and 
my strength. O Lord, in my weakness, perfect Your strength. O Lord, make me Your messenger. O Lord, arm me 
with the sword of Your Spirit. Lord Jesus, speak to me that I may speak for you. Lord Jesus, help me to speak the 
truth. Enable me to show how sweet it is to love You, to weep with You, and to rejoice with you. 


Anonymous 


A Imighty God, King of kings, who has called us into a Kingdom not of this world: Send forth Your Spirit, we 
pray, into the dark dwelling places of guilt and woe. Reach the heart of every oppression, and make arrogance 
silent before Your presence. Still the noise of our strife. Put to shame the false idols of every heart. Bring faith to 
the doubting, hope to those who fear, strength to the powerless, and comfort to all who mourn. O Lord, bestow 
Your Word on faithful witnesses, so that Your Kingdom may come quickly. May Your will be done on earth as it is 
in heaven; through Christ our Lord. 

John Huss (1373-1415) 


OC my Jesus, You know well that I love You; but I do not love You enough; O grant that I may love You more. O 
love that burns ever and never fails, my God, You Who are charity itself, enkindle in my heart that divine fire 
which consumes the saints and transforms them into You. 

His Holiness Leo XIII 


Fx ord, help us to love you; teach us to serve you. Give us Your strength that we may overcome our corrupt nature. 
Grant this day that we may have power from on high to resist every temptation; to confess Christ before men 
and women; to labour steadfastly with a single eye to Your glory; to live in the spirit of prayer, in faith, humility, 
self-denial, and love; and to walk before You in that narrow way that leads to eternal life. Fill us with love for 
others. Teach us to do good to all people, to visit and relieve the fatherless and the widows in their affliction. Lord, 
for Your name’s sake, hear us. 

Edward Bickersteth (1786-1850) 


OC my beloved, my beloved, my beloved! O dearest of all friends, O my one love! O spouse of my soul, flower of 
love! Spouse of my soul, sweeter than honey in the honeycomb! Ah, sweetness, sweetness, sweetness of my heart, 
life of my soul! O calm light of my inmost soul! O Lord, my God! 
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O most holy Trinity, one God, brighter than light giving all delight, feed me, feed me; feed my soul with Your 
inflowing grace. 


I adore You; I praise You; I glorify You; for praise and honour are Your due forever and ever. 


0 my God and my all! O abyss most sweet, most worthy of love! O good, most simple and joyful, my true and 
unchangeable good, fill me with Yourself. 


O, my tenderly beloved, draw me into the most secret sanctuary of my soul that I may find You there, and dwell 
with You, my Creator; You may find Your delight in me. 


Oh, when, when will the happy day come, in which I shall perfectly find You! When shall I love You with ardent 
affection? When shall I be closely united to You? Oh, when, when will You carry me away utterly into Yourself? 
When will You completely absorb me into Yourself? When will You unite me to Yourself in an intimate union, 
without any medium between me and You? 


Remove, I pray You, all hindrances, and make me one spirit with You, for the glory of Your name. Hear me, O 
Lord; hear me; hear my prayer, not to gratify my will, but for Your own good pleasure. 


Teach me; I beg You; enlighten, direct and help me in all things, that I may do nothing, speak nothing, think 
nothing, will nothing, except what will be pleasing in Your eyes. 
Abbot Blosius 


Gi h, when shall I perfectly die to myself and be free from all creatures! Could I sincerely be meek and humble, 
inferior and naked in spirit? Grant, O Lord, that by perfect self-denial, perfect mortification of my vices, I may 
arrive at perfect love of You. You have commanded that I should love You, give what You have command, and 
command what You please. Grant that I may love You with my whole heart, my whole mind with all my powers, 
with my whole soul. Deign to heal and to reform the powers of my soul, broken and corrupted by sin, by the 
powers of Your most holy spirit. Free my soul from all distracting cares; strip from it the images and forms of 
perishable things. Grant me to dwell with You in the sanctuary of my soul; grant that by steadfast thought, clear 
knowledge and fervent love, I may always be able to flow into You. 

Abbot Blosius 


Qh, when shall | please You in all things? When will everything of my own be cut off and extinguished in me? 
When shall I be all Yours? When will nothing but Your most gracious will, nothing but Yourself, live in me? When 
shall I most ardently love You? When will You entirely burn me up with the flame of Your living fire? When will 
You completely melt me with Your powerful sweetness? When will You open the door at which I knock? When 
will You show me Your most beautiful kingdom within me, and which is You with all Your riches? When will You 
carry me away, absorb me and hide me in Yourself? When will You remove all impediments and make me one 
spirit with You? When will You destroy every wall standing between me so that I may be inseparably joined to You? 
Ah, only love of my heart, deign to do this quickly, for I desire You, sigh after You, and languish with the love of 
You. 

Abbot Blosius 


O most sweet Jesus, mortify in me whatever displeases You. Adorn me with Your merits and virtues. Give me 
true humility, obedience, meekness, patience and charity. Give me perfect control over my tongue and over all my 
members and senses. Grant me cleanness of heart, detachment of spirit, interior liberty and true recollection of 
soul with You. Conform my spirit to the Spirit of Your blessed human, nature, my soul to Your holy Soul, and my 
body to Your unspotted Body. By the light of Your Godhead calm and enlighten my inmost soul. I believe that You 
are within me according to Your Godhead; deign, therefore, to see by my eyes, to hear by my ears, to speak by 
my tongue, and to mee all my members and powers as pleases You. Free me from all those things that prevent 
perfect union with You. Through Your most venerable wounds, I beg You to draw me into the centre of my soul, 
purified from all imperfection that I may dwell there transformed in You, my God and my origin. Grant to my 
soul, "a fountain of water springing up into life everlasting,” in order that I may know You clearly, may love You 
ardently, adhere to You by intimate union, and rest in You by quiet possession for the praise of Your name. Hear 
me, O my God, not according to my will, but according to Your good pleasure. Hear me in the way best fitting for 
Your honour and my salvation. 

Abbot Blosius 
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DB h, my God and Lord of infinite majesty! I am ashamed to appear before You. How often have I dishonored 
You by preferring to Your grace a sordid pleasure, a little dust, the indulgence of anger, caprice, or vanity! I adore 
and kiss, O my Redeemer, Your holy wounds, which I have inflicted by my sins; but through these wounds, I hope 
for pardon and salvation. Make me, O my Jesus! understand the great injury I have done in leaving You, the 
fountain of every good, to drink putrid and poisoned waters. Of all the offences I have given You, nothing now 
remains but pain, remorse of conscience, and fruits for hell. Father, I am not worYour of being called Your child. 
My Father! do not cast me off. It is true that I no longer merit the grace which would make me Your child, but 
You were crucified to pardon me. You said: Turn to me,.. . and I will turn to You. I give up all that gratifies me, 
I renounce all the pleasures that the world can give me, and | turn to You. Pardon me for the sake of the blood 
which has been shed for me; I repent with my whole heart of all the insults I cause You. I repent, and I love You 
above all things. I am not worYour of loving You; but You don’t refuse the love of a heart that has once despised 
You. You purposely abstain from taking me out of life when I was in sin, that I might love You. I wish to love You 
during the remainder of my life, and I wish to love nothing but You. Assist me; give me holy perseverance and 
Your holy love. Mary, my refuge! recommend me to Jesus Christ. 

St. Alfonso Maria de Liguori 


Gi my God, the true and only love of my soul, what more couldst Thou do to induce me to love You! Thou wast 
not content with dying for me; Thou didst wish to institute this holy Sacrament, to give Yourself entirely to me, 
and thus unite Your whole Heart to the heart of a creature so vile and ungrateful as I am. And what is more, 
Thou Yourself dost invite me to receive You; Thou dost ardently desire that I should receive You. O infinite love! 
incomprehensible love! a God wishes to give Himself to me! 


My soul, dost thou believe all this? What are thou doing, or what hast thou to say? O God, infinitely amiable, the 
only object worYour of all love, I love You with my whole heart; I love You above all things; I love You more than 
myself - more than my life! Oh, that I could see You loved by all! Oh, that I could make all hearts love You, at 
much as Thou dost desire! I love You, O most amiable God; and in loving You, I unite my miserable heart to the 
heart of Seraphim, to the heart of most holy Mary, and to the Heart of Jesus Your most holy Son. Thus I love You, 
O infinite Goodness, with the love with which the Saints, with which Jesus and Mary love You. 

St. Alfonso Maria de Liguori 


Gi my Jesus, look not on my ingratitude to Thee, after all Thy mercies, but turn Thy eyes to Thy own merits, and 
to the pains that Thou hast suffered for me, from the crib of Bethlehem to the cross of Calvary. I repent, with my 
whole soul, of all the offences that I have offered to Thee. From this moment I consecrate to Thee my life, which 
I desire to spend in doing all that I can to obey and to love Thee. I love Thee, O my Redeemer, but I love Thee too 
little; for Thy mercy’s sake, increase in my soul Thy love. Hear my prayer O Jesus, and make me, by Thy grace, 
continue to repeat this prayer. O love of my soul, O that my heart may burn continually with Thy love. I have 
offended Thee grievously; but for the future I desire to love Thee intensely. I desire to love Thee alone, because 
Thou alone descrvest to be loved above all things; and I desire to love Thee for no other reason than because Thou 
art worthy of all love. 

St. Alfonso Maria de Liguori 


A h, my God! What love has ever been greater than Your love for me? And what have I despised and insulted 
more than You? O blood of Jesus! O wounds of my saviour, You are my hope. Eternal Father, look not upon my 
sins, but look at the wounds of Jesus and his precious holy blood; behold Your Son dying through pain for my 
sake, and asking You to pardon me. I confess and repent, O my Creator, of having offended You. I am sorry for 
it, above all things. You created me so I might love You, and I have lived as if You made me only to offend You. 
For the love of Jesus Christ, pardon me and give me the grace to love You. Yes, with my whole heart, I love You 
and wish to love nothing else but You. You are my only beloved, my only love. I ask, and from You, I hope for 
holy perseverance. For the love of Jesus Christ, grant that I may always be faithful to You, and I may always say 
to You, with St. Bonaventure: “ My beloved is one; my love is one”. I do not wish that my life be employed any 
longer in giving You displeasure; I want to spend what remains in it loving You and weeping over the offences I 
have committed against You. 

St. Alfonso Maria de Liguori (Adopted) 
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KH ow long the path which leads to You! Lord, come to meet me, be our way. How heavy the burden of our 
misery! Lord, come to meet me, be our rest. How darkly hard the journey to our star! Lord, come to meet me, 
be our sunlight. How lonely do we wander, stumbling together in the darkness! Lord, come to meet me, be our 
brother. How long, Lord Jesus, do we wait for Your return? Yet, since You lit hope’s flame within our hearts, come 
now at last to be our hope’s fulfillment. Allow me to dwell near Your heart: There we belong forever and ever. 


Lucien Deiss, Come Lord Jesus 


Pk et the day come, Lord, when our misery will find Your mercy. Let the day come, Lord, when our poverty will 
find Your riches. Let the day come, Lord, when our path will find the way to Your house. Let the day come, Lord, 
when our tears will find Your smile. Let the day come, Lord, when our joy will find Your heaven. Let the day come, 
Lord, when Your Church will find the Kingdom. May You be blest, Father, for that day when our eyes will see Your 
face! Throughout all the time of our life, You have not ceased to come before me in Your Son Jesus Christ, our 
Savior and our brother.” (Come Lord Jesus. Page 118) 


Lucien Deiss, Come Lord Jesus 


MM ay the kindness of Your face rise above the hardness of our hearts. May the humility of Your heart rise above 
the foolishness of our pride. Let the light of Your face shine upon me! 


May the joy of Your mercy rise above the sadness of our sins. May the splendour of Your eternal day rise above 
the sleep of our death. Let the light of Your face shine upon me! 


May the freedom of the children of God rise above our slavery. May the peace of Your love rise above our anguish. 
Let the light of Your face shine upon me! 


May the dawn of Your resurrection rise above the night of our world. May the glory of God rise within the heart 
of each person. Let the light of Your face shine upon me! 


Lucien Deiss, Come Lord Jesus 


SL ife of my life, keep my heart pure and make Your dwelling there! My Lord and my God! Light of my light, 
disperse my darkness so that I can see You! My Lord and my God! Truth beyond truth, drive falsehood from me 
so that my life will be transparent. My Lord and my God! Joy of my joy, preserve me from sadness so that Your 
smile will blossom on my lips. My Lord and my God! And when evening comes, let the dawn of eternal life rise 
for me! My Lord and my God! 


Lucien Deiss, Come Lord Jesus 


C’t old, You freed Your people from the servitude of Egypt. Liberate me today, I beg You, from the slavery of sin. 
Of old, You fed Your people in the desert with the manna from heaven. Nourish me today, I beg You, with the 
bread of eternal life. Of old, You gave Your thirsty people the water springing from the rock. Quench my thirst 
today, I beg You, with the water welling to eternal life. Of old, You gave Your people at Sinai the commandments 
of the Covenant. Give me today, I beg You, Your grace and Your truth. Of old, You led Your people in march by 
Moses, Your servant. Lead me today, I beg You, by Jesus Christ, Your Son. Of old, You opened a door of hope to 
Your people in the promised land. Open to me today; I beg You, the new heavens and the new earth. Blessed are 
You, God our Father, who calls me from this land of pain to the homeland of Your joy! 


Lucien Deiss, Come Lord Jesus (Personalized) 


CO God, 1 love thee, I love thee- Not out of hope of heaven for me Nor fearing not to love and be In the everlasting 
burning. Thou, thou, my Jesus, after me Didst reach thine arms out dying, For my sake sufferedst nails and lance, 
Mocked and marred countenance, Sorrows passing number, Sweat and care and cumber, Yea and death, and this 
for me, And thou couldst see me sinning; Then I, why should not I love thee, Jesus, so much in love with me? Not 
for heaven’s sake; not to be Out of hell by loving thee; Not for any gains I see; But just the way that thou didst me 
I do love and I will love thee: What must I love thee, Lord, for then? For being my king and God. Amen. 


St. Francis Xavier 
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TL ook upon me, O God, our protector, and be my stay and refuge; for I believe You, O Lord, and hope in You, and 
love You with my heart. Be not far from me, my God; make haste to my help. You bought me with Your blood; 
draw me now with the cords of Your love; for I stand in a slippery place and surround on every side with snares 
and pitfalls for my soul. 


Oh, who will give me wings like a dove, that I may fly and not faint, that so, by Your grace, I may follow You, 
my shepherd, and cleave to You with my whole heart! Oh, Jesus, what a poor man I am! Be my guardian and 
helper, for I am an orphan and can do nothing without You, O Father of mercies! You are my only hope, my only 
protector, my horn of salvation, and the support of my life. 

The paradise of the Christian soul, p. 263 


WwW hat return shall I repay You, O my God, for all the things that You have given me - my heart, my body, and 
my soul? For I trust You, hope in You and with my whole heart, I love You. I will pay You my vows, O my Lord, 
in the sight of all the people, and I hope that, as You have enabled me to conceive these desires, You will also help 
me to accomplish them. Your many blessings are my assurance, You Body and Blood, but above all, Your grace is 
my pledge, that You will not leave me, nor forsake me. Let the people praise You, O God, let all the people praise 
You! Let my mouth be filled with Your praise, that | may sing Your glory, Your greatness, all remining days of my 
life. I will bless You, O Lord, at all times, not with my lips only but also by my daily works. Oh, that my light may 
so shine before men, that they may see my good works, and glorify You who are in heaven! 

The paradise of the Christian soul, p. 264 


OC God, You are my God, early will I seek You. My flesh longs for You; my soul thirsts for You in a barren and dry 
land where there is no water. Where can I find You, Lord? Your place is grand and undisclosed. And where can I 
find You not? Your glory is everywhere upon the earth. 

Judah Halevi, Jewish 


ex ord, where shall I find You? Your place is lofty and secret. 
And where shall I not find You? The whole earth is full of Your glory! 
You are found in man’s innermost heart, yet You fixed earth’s boundaries. 
You are a strong tower for those who are near, 
and the trust of those who are far. You are enthroned on the cherubim, yet You dwell in the heights of heaven. 
You are praised by Your hosts, but even their praise is not worthy of You. 
The sphere of heaven cannot contain You; 
how much less the chambers of the Temple! Even when You rise above Your hosts on a throne, high and exalted, 
You are nearer to them than their own bodies and souls. 
Their mouths attest that they no Maker except You. 
Who shall not fear You? All bear the yoke of Your kingdom. 
And who shall not call to You? It is You who give them their food. 
I have sought to come near You, I have called to You with all my heart; and when I went out towards You, I found 
You coming towards me. 
I look upon Your wondrous power with awe. 
Who can say that he has not seen You? 
The heavens and their legions proclaim Your dread -without a sound. 
But can God really dwell among men? 
Their foundations are dust - what can they conceive of Him? 
Yet You, O Holy One, 
make Your home where they sing Your praises and Your glory. The living creatures, standing on the summit of 
the world, 
praise Your wonders.Your throne is above their heads, yet it is You who carry them all. 
Judah Halevi, Jewish 


Beloved of the soul, source of compassion, Shape your servant to your will. Then your servant will run like a 
deer to bow before you. Your love will be sweeter than a honeycomb. Majestic, beautiful, light of the universe, My 
soul is lovesick for you; I implore you, God, heal her By revealing to her your pleasant radiance; Then she will be 
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strengthened and healed And will have eternal joy. Timeless One, be compassionate And have mercy on the one 
you love, For this is my deepest desire: To see your magnificent splendor. This is what my heart longs for; Have 
mercy and do not conceal yourself. Reveal yourself, my Beloved, And spread the shelter of your peace over me; 
Light up the world with your glory; We will celebrate you in joy. Hurry, Beloved, the time has come, And grant us 
grace, as in days of old. 

Rabbi Eleazar Azikri (1533-1600) 


TL ord Jesus, our God, who wept for Lazarus, and shed for him tears of grief and compassion, accept the tears of 
my bitterness. By Your sufferings assuage my suffering. By Your wounds heal my wounds. By Your blood cleanse 
my blood. Pour out on my body the perfume of Your life-giving body. For the gall that thou wast given to drink 
changes the bitterness of my soul into sweetness . . . May Your body stretched on the wood of the cross draw to 
thee my spirit crushed by the demons. . . May Your sacred hands pierced with the nails snatch me from the pit 
of damnation and bring me back to thee, as thou hast promised. May Your face which suffered blows and spittle 
enlighten my face that is defiled by my wrongdoing. May Your soul which on the cross thou didst give back to 
Your Father lead me by Your grace to thee. I have no broken heart to start me on the quest for thee, no penitence, 
no tenderness. . . I have no tears with which to pray to thee. My spirit is in darkness. . . my heart is cold. . 
. | know not how to make it warm again by tears of love for thee. But thou, Lord Jesus Christ, my God, do thou 
give me complete repentance, the breaking of my heart, that with my whole soul I may set out in quest of thee. 
Without thee I should be without all reality . . . May the Father who in his womb begot thee in eternity renew 
in me thine image. I have forsaken thee. Do not thou forsake me. I have wandered far from thee. Do thou set 
out in quest of me. Lead me back to Your pastures with the sheep of Your flock. Feed me together with them on 
the fresh grazing of Your mysteries where the pure heart dwells, the heart that bears in it the splendour of Your 
revelations . . . May we be worthy of such splendour through Your grace and by Your love for humankind, 0 Jesus 
Christ our Saviour, for ever and ever. Amen. 

Isaac of Nineveh, Ascetic Treatises, 2 (Spanos, pp. IO- II ) 


TL ord and Master of my life, take far from me the spirit of laziness, discouragement, domination, and idle talk; 
grant to me, Your servant, a spirit of chastity, humility, patience, love; yea, my Lord and King, grant me to see my 
sins, and not to judge my neighbour, for thou art blessed for ever and ever. 

St. Ephraim of Syria 


MN ow, once again today, ashamed and with eyes cast down I dare to speak to You, the Master and creator of all: I 
am but dust and ashes, a reproach of men, truly a worm and not a man, completely condemned and in deep sorrow. 
How can I look upon You, O Master? With what heart? With what conscience? With what tongue shall I speak to 
You? How can I begin my confession? Of which sins shall I, the miserable one, first ask remission? For those, | 
have committed knowingly and have no excuse or for those by which I have violated Your holy commandments? 
Or should I begin, rather, with my evil thoughts that have been recorded and must be accounted for? I know, O 
Lord, that because of my many evil sins, I am not worthy to call upon Your fearful and holy name nor to stand in 
prayer nor to look up and see the height of heaven, for I have transgressed more than any man; I have violated the 
law more than Manasseh- I have lived more prodigally than the prodigal son; the enemy has taxed me more than 
the publican; I, who love prostitution, have prostituted myself more than the harlot; I have transgressed more than 
Nineveh, but unrepentantly; my iniquities have risen higher than my head, and as a heavy burden have pressed 
heavily upon me, and thus, having become wretched, I am utterly bowed down. I have enraged Your holy name; 
I have distressed Your Holy Spirit; I have despised Your commandments; | have, in various ways, stained my soul, 
created in Your image; I have wasted in sins the time that You gave me for repentance; I have shamed my face; 
I have totally blinded my eyes; I have defiled my lips with lies; and all the parts and the portions of my soul and 
body have been instruments of sin. My mind has been mingled with demonic thoughts and I find that with every 
work and thought I embitter Your goodness while serving my enemy, even though he fights against me. Therefore, 
I am self-condemned and, before my forthcoming judgment, I have my evil life to indict me and the foul smell 
of my passions to put me to shame. From the years of my childhood, I am always stained by filYour thoughts. I 
have been an instrument of destructive sin and now, although I hear every day about judgment and retribution. | 
cannot resist sin, but I, the wretched one, am always captured by it. Alas! O Lord, for I have badly wasted Your 
longsuffering. Alas! for the time of my life has passed by in vanity. Alas! How shall I lament the blindness of 
my soul? How shall I mourn my passionate and thoughtless will? But, O Master, look mercifully from Your holy 


404. 


405. 


99 


high place, behold my incorrigible soul and with the means and ways You know correct me by Your mercy. As if 
standing before You, O Christ King, as if touching Your immaculate feet, so I implore You with a broken heart. 
Have mercy on me, O merciful one. Do not wait for my corrupt will, for I have no eagerness to correct myself. 
For many times, I have been ready to repent, yet I, the most miserable one, have become a liar with respect to my 
decision to be with You. O Master, many times You have had mercy on me, but I have neglected You; You have 
raised me up many times, but I have again fallen down; You have endured me, but I have again enraged You. How 
many times my humble soul has been filled with Your grace, O Lord! How many times has it illumined my dark 
mind! How many times has it comforted my poverty and expelled my despair! How many times has it collected 
my mind together from the delusion of the imagination! Yet I, the unfortunate one always reject Your grace, O 
compassionate one. Now, thinking and reflecting upon these things, I am completely amazed and tremble as I am 
plunged into the depths of wonder; for I, the miserable one have nothing good to mee, as an apology. O lover of 
mankind, how can | proclaim Your blessings to me which |, the impious one, reject? Thus, | worYour of a myriad 
of punishments, for You have filled me, the ungrateful one with a myriad of gifts. Even so, O Master, having an 
ocean of long-suffering and boundless compassion inherent to Your nature, do not allow me, the ungrateful one, to 
be cut off as the fruitless fig tree, neither seize me unprepared, nor present my soul as pitifully condemned before 
Your dreadful and impartial seat of judgment. But as a good God, who loves mankind, have mercy on me, the 
ungrateful one, the hardened one, the one with no excuse, the condemned, the one who is worYour of every hell 
and punishment. How can I call upon You, O Master of all, without having kept Your commandments? For after 
I received the knowledge of Your truth, I became irritable, merciless, and, especially, a captive to evil thoughts; I 
also became captive to gluttony, greed, pride, slander and hypocrisy. While I myself lie, I grieve for the liers; I 
who am full of transgressions, judge those who transgress. If insulted, I defend myself. If I am not honored, I 
feel abhorred and I consider as enemies those who tell me the truth. If I am not flattered, I feel disgusted. Being 
unworYour, I expect honors. If someone does not serve me, I defame him as arrogant. I ignore the brother who 
is sick, but when I am sick, I want to be loved and cared for. I despise the superiors and overlook the inferiors. 
If I keep myself even for a little bit from unreasonable desires, | become vainglorious. If I attain some degree of 
vigilance, I am entrapped by its opposite. If I restrain myself from foods, I am thrown down because of my pride. 
If I make some progress in virtue, I boast before my brothers. Externally I appear humble, but in my soul I am 
presumptuous. I am not going to mention the vain thoughts I have in church and the wanderings of my mind 
during prayer. I leave aside the hypocritical meetings, the greed in the give and take of business, the publication 
of the mistakes of others and the disastrous slanders. This is my accursed life. Among a myriad of such evils, I 
struggle for my salvation, but my arrogance and pride do not allow me to understand them. And yet, what apology 
have I before You, my God, if I claim that the evil one has suggested these to me? Not even Adam was helped 
when he apologized in this manner. Who will not mourn my loss? Who will not sigh for my blindness? Who will 
not lament my insensitivity? O Lord, grant me repentance. for the sake of Your infinite compassion. O all Saints, 
intercede for me, the sinner, pouring out Your supplication to the compassionate God that he may recall my soul 
which has been attached to hades through disgraceful passions. O Saints, intercede for me, so that through Your 
holy prayers I may become worYour of repentance. For it is Your work, O holy ones, to intercede for sinners, and 
it is God’s work to be merciful upon those who are in despair. O blessed and righteous ones, who have carried 
out well the fight, come, gather for me, the wretched, and either lament over me as one does for the dead or have 
pity on me as one does for one half-dead. I have no boldness before God because of my many sins. Pour out Your 
mercy on me, O saints, as You would to a hostage and an injured one. For I know that if You entreat God, all my 
transgressions will be forgiven by him because of his ineffable mercy, for as he is loving to mankind, so are You. 
Only do not overlook me. Receive, O Lord, this humble supplication of mine and have mercy on me through the 
intercessions of Your immaculate Mother and of all Your Saints, so that I too, together with all the saved through 
Your ineffable mercy, may worship You, God the Logos, who is glorified in the Father and the Spirit. 

St. Ephraim of Syria 


TL ord Jesus, I thank you not just with my lips and heart but with my spirit, with which I recognise and love you. 
You are my all, and everything is in you. In You I live, move and have being. You are my brother, my all. You are 
the true God, the true Son of God to whom all honour, glory and thanks are due. 


Gallican Formularies 


C@ God, Who are the unsearchable abyss of peace, the ineffable sea of love, the fountain of blessings, and the 
bestower of affection, who sendest peace to those that receive it; open to me this day the sea of Your love, and 
water me with the plenteous streams from the riches of Your grace. Make me children of quietness, and heirs of 
peace. Enkindle in me the fire of Your love; sow in me Your fear; strengthen our weakness by Your power; bind 
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me closely to You and to each other in one firm bond of unity; for the sake of Jesus Christ. 
Syrian Clementine Liturgy 
Fr. Many Cihlar, Mystic at prayer, Supreme Grand Lodge Of The Ancient and Mystical Order (1936) 


C God, who is the unsearchable abyss of peace, the ineffable sea of love, the fountain of blessings and the bestower 
of affection, who sends peace to those that receive it: open to us this day the sea of Your love and water us with 
the plenteous streams from the riches of Your grace. Make us children of quietness and heirs of peace. Kindle in 
us the fire of Your love. Sow in us Your fear; strengthen our weakness by Your power; bind us closely to You and 


each other in one firm bond of unity; for the sake of Jesus Christ. 
Syrian Clementine Liturgy 


C God, reign over me in spite of our infidelities; may the fire of Your love quench every other fire. What can we 
see that is lovable outside of You, and which we do not find perfectly in You, who are the source of all good? Grant 
me the grace of loving you; we shall then love You only, and we shall love You eternally. 

Francois Fenelon (1651 - 1715) 


SF leave myself, Father, in Your hands; make and re-make this clay, shape it or grind it to atoms; it is Yours, it 
has nothing to say; only let it always be subservient to Your ever-blessed designs, and let nothing in me oppose 
Your good pleasure for which I was created. Require, command, forbid; what would You have me do? What not 
do? Exalted or abased, rejoicing or suffering, doing Your work or laid aside, I will always praise You alike, ever 
yielding up all my own will to Yours! Nothing remains for me but to adopt the language of Mary: “Be if unto me 
according to Your words.” 

Francois Fenelon (1651 - 1715) 


W vo but You could ever have snatched me from myself and turned all my hatred and contempt against mine own 
bosom? I have not done this; for it is not by our own power that we depart from self; no! You, O Lord, did shine 
with Your own light into the depth of my heart, which could not be reached by any other, and did there reveal the 
whole of my foulness. I know that, even after beholding, I have not changed it; that I am still filthy in Your sight, 
that my eyes have not been able to discover the extent of my pollution, but I have, at least, seen a part, and I desire 
to behold the whole. I am despised in my own sight, but the hope that I have in You causes me to live in peace, 
for I will neither flatter my defects nor suffer them to discourage me. I take Your side, O God, against myself; it 
is only by Your strength that I am able to do this. Behold what has God wrought within me! And continue Your 
work from day to day in cleansing me from the old Adam and in building up the new. 

Francois Fenelon (1651 - 1715) 


CO most high, powerful, and merciful God, adorable and incomprehensible Trinity! I offer, dedicate, and consecrate 
to You my soul, with all its powers and faculties, all the capacity of my will to love You, and of my intellect to know 
You, to my own abasement and Your greater glory. 


I offer and give to You my mind’s whole faculty of obedience, to co-operate with Your divine grace, for the fulfilment 
of all Your will. Lord, all my desire is before You, and my groaning is not hidden from You. Accept all that my will 
can possibly desire for Your praise, pleasure, and service. 


Finally, I offer and give to You all my affections, thoughts, words, and works, both done and to be done, my life, my 
time, my eternity, all my existence in nature and in grace; and lastly, myself, as the most worthless and unworthy 
slave of Your almighty power and goodness, who am entirely dependent on Your mercy ; and in virtue of this gift, 
by Your grace never to be revoked, I intend and desire all that is mine to be for ever Yours. 

The paradise of the Christian soul (1877) 


Gi Lord, make me love every token of Your will, for love of Thee, and make me cheerful under every cross; take 
from me all which displeases Thee, or hinders Your love in me, that I may deeply love Thee. Melt me with Your 
love, that I may be all love, and with my whole being love Thee. 

Edward Bouverie Pusey (1800-1882) 
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x ord, keep me ever near to Thee. Let nothing separate me from Thee; let noth ing keep me back from Thee. 
If I fall, bring me back quickly to Thee, and make me hope in Thee, trust in Thee, love Thee everlastingly. 


Edward Bouverie Pusey (1800-1882) 
S.F. Fox, A chain of prayer across the ages: forty centuries of prayer, 2000 B.C.-A.D. 1912, Toronto: Bell and Cockburn (1913) 


C Lord, of Your tender love, prepare Yourself a place for Yourself in my heart. Empty my heart of every feeling, 
thought, emotion, desire, purpose, anxiety, hope, fear, which may interfere with Your love. Open my whole heart 
to receive You; let nothing shut You out, nothing be shut to You. You alone can fit my heart for Yourself; cleanse 
it wholly by Your Spirit, that it may wholly love You; be wholly filled with You; wholly penetrated, enlightened, 
warmed, by You; that You mayest dwell in it forever, and it may love You with Your own love in it forever and ever. 

Edward Bouverie Pusey (1800-1882) 


Y our way, not mine, O Lord, However dark it be; Lead me by Thine own hand, Choose out the path for me. I 
dare not choose my lot, I would not if I might Choose Thou for me, my God, So shall I walk aright. Take Thou 
my cup, and it With joy or sorrow fill, As bedt to Thee may seem; Choose Thou my good and ill. Not mine, not 
mine the choice, In things or great or small; Be Thou my guide, my strength, My wisdom, and my all. 


H . Bonar 


OC God, my God, I am all weakness, but Thou art my Strength; I am ever anew bowed down by any trial, but Thou 
canst and willest to lift me up. Let me not fail, O God, my Strength; let me not be discouraged, O God, my Hope. 
Draw me each day, if it be but a little nearer unto Thee; make me, each day, if it be but a little less unlike Thee; let 
me do or bear each day something for love of Thee, whereby I may be fitter for Thee. Let no day pass without my 
having done something pleasing unto Thee. Thus alone would I live, that I may live more unto Thee; thus would 
I die, longing to love Thee more. 


H . Bonar 


M ay my whole being, O God, be one thanksgiving unto You; may all within me praise You and love You; for 
all Your forgiveness, and for all Your given gifts; for Your unknown hidden blessings, and for those which, in my 
negligence or thoughtlessness, I passed over; for any and every gift of nature or of grace; for my power of loving; 
for all blessings within and without; and for all which You have yet in store for me; for everything whereby You 
drawn me nearer to Yourself, whether joy or sorrow; for all whereby You will do to make me Yours forever. 


H . Bonar 


0, give me light to see, a heart to close with, and power to do thee will, O God. 


Thomas Wilson 


MM y refuge and my Lord, I believe and hope in You, and with my whole heart, I love You. Behold You have set 
before me, death and life, sorrows and joys, hopes and fears; towards what shall I stretch forth my hand? O Lord, 
I know not, but You know everything; do with me what pleases You. With all my heart, I am Yours. My times are 
in Your hand. O You, my only Hope, Your will be done as in heaven so on earth. Be that done, be that done - not 
what I will, but what You will. Henceforth, even forever, I cast all my care upon You, for I know that You care for 
me, yea, even for me; hide me under the shadow of Your wings. Let Your will be done! I will wait in silence for 
Your salvation, O my God, and I will love You with my whole heart. 

The Way of Eternal Life 


Teach me, O Father, how to ask thee each moment silently for Thy help . If we fail, teach me at once to ask Thee 
to forgive me . If we are disquieted , enable me , by Thy grace , quickly to turn to Thee . May nothing come 
between me and Thee . May we will, do, and say , just what Thou , our loving and tender Father , willest me to 
will , do, and say . Work Thy holy will in me , and through me , this day. Protect me , guide me , bless me within 
and without , that we may do something this day for love of Thee ; something which shall please Thee; and that 
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we may this evening be nearer to Thee , though we see it not nor know it. Lead me, O Lord, in a straight way 
unto Thyself, and keep me in Thy grace unto the end ; through Jesus Christ our Lord. 
E. B. Pusey 


C \ord, my God, Fountain of all true and holy love; who hast made me, and preserved me, that I might love Thee; 
give to Your servant such a love, that whatsoever in Your service may happen contrary to flesh and blood; I may 
not feel it; that humility may be my sanctuary, and Your service the joy of my soul, and death itself the entrance 
of eternal life, when I may live with Thee, my Strength and my Refuge, my God and everlasting Hope. 


Jeremy Taylor 


x ord, our God, great, eternal, wonderful in glory, who keepest covenant and promises for those that love You 
with their whole heart; who art the Life of all, the Help of those that flee unto You, the Hope of those who cry unto 
You; cleanse me from our sins, secret and open, and from every thought displeasing to Your goodness, - cleanse 
our bodies and souls, our hearts and consciences, that with a pure heart and a clear soul, with perfect love and 
calm hope, we may venture confidently and fearlessly to pray unto Thee. 

Coptic Liturgy of St. Basil 


A Imighty God, to whom all hearts are open, all desires known, and from whom no secrets are hidden: cleanse 
the thoughts of our hearts by the inspiration of Your Holy Spirit, that we may love You completely, and rightly 
magnify Your holy name; through Christ our Lord. 

Gregorian Sacramentary, A. D. 590 


C Lord, let me not henceforth desire health or life, except to spend them for You, with You, and in You. You alone 
know what is good for me; do, therefore, what seems best to You. Give to me, or take from me; conform my will 
to Yours; and grant that, with humble and perfect submission, and in holy confidence, I may receive the orders of 
Your eternal providence; and may equally adore all that comes to me from You; through Jesus Christ our Lord. 
Blaise Pascal (1623 - 1662) 


IF ask You neither for health nor for sickness, for life nor for death; but that You may dispose of my health and 
my sickness, my life and my death, for Your glory. You alone know what is expedient for me; You are the sovereign 
master; do with me according to Your will. Give to me, or take away from me, only conform my will to Yours. I 
know but one thing, Lord, that it is good to follow You, and bad to offend You. Apart from that, I know not what 
is good or bad in anything. I know not which is most profitable for me, health or sickness, wealth or poverty, nor 
anything else in the world. That discernment is beyond the power of men or angels, and is hidden among the 
secrets of Your Providence, which I adore, but do not seek to fathom. 

Blaise Pascal (1623 - 1662) 


Where should we turn, if not to You, Lord Jesus Christ? Where might the sufferer find consolation if not in You, 
Lord Jesus Christ? Ah, and where the penitent, if not with You, Lord Jesus Christ? 
Seren Kierkegaard (1813-1855) 


CO Lord, calm the waves of this heart; calm its tempests. Calm yourself, O my soul, so that the divine can act in 
you. Calm yourself, O my soul, so that God is able to repose in You, so that his peace may cover you. Yes, father 
in heaven, often have we found that the world cannot give us peace, O but make us feel that You are able to give 
peace; let us know the truth of Your promise: that the whole world may not be able to take away Your peace. 
Seren Kierkegaard (1813-1855) 


CO \ord Jesus, You did not come to the world to be served, but also surely not to be admired or in that sense 
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worshipped. You was the way and the truth-and it was followers only You did demand. Arouse us therefore if we 
have dozed away into this delusion, save us from the error of wishing to admire You instead of being willing to 
follow You and to resemble You. 

Seren Kierkegaard (1813-1855) 


Lf ord, help us to love you much. Increase our love and inflame it. Oh, this is a prayer you will surely hear, you 
who indeed are love. Compassionate, loving, in love, you are love of such a sort that you yourself woo forth the 
love that loves you and fosters it to love you more. 

Seren Kierkegaard (1813-1855) 


From the desire of being loved, deliver me, Jesus. From the desire of being esteemed, deliver me, Jesus. From the 
desire of being extolled, deliver me, Jesus. From the desire of being honored, deliver me, Jesus. From the desire 
of being praised, deliver me, Jesus. From the desire of being preferred to others, deliver me, Jesus. From the 
desire of being consulted, deliver me, Jesus. From the desire of being approved, deliver me, Jesus. From the desire 
of being comfort and ease, deliver me, Jesus. From the desire of being popular, deliver me, Jesus. From the fear 
of being humiliated, deliver me, Jesus. From the fear of being despised, deliver me, Jesus. From the fear of being 
passed over, deliver me, Jesus. From the fear of being calumniated, deliver me, Jesus. From the fear of being 
forgotten, deliver me, Jesus. From the fear of being lonely, deliver me, Jesus. From the fear of being wronged, 
deliver me, Jesus. From the fear of being ridiculed, deliver me, Jesus. From the fear of being hurt, deliver me, 
Jesus. From the fear of being suspected, deliver me, Jesus. From the fear of suffering rebukes, deliver me, Jesus. 
That others may be loved more than I, Jesus, grant me the grace to desire it so that others may be esteemed more 
than I. Jesus, grant me the grace to desire it. That, in the opinion of the world, others may increase, and I may 
decrease. Jesus, grant me the grace to desire it, that others may be chosen, and | set aside. Jesus, grant me the 
grace to desire it, that others may be praised, and I go unnoticed. Jesus, grant me the grace to desire it, that others 
may be preferred to me in everything. Jesus, grant me the grace to desire it, that others may become holier than I, 
provided that I may become as holy as I should, Jesus, grant me the grace to desire it. O Jesus, meek and humble 
of heart, Make my strength like Yours. 

Mother Tresa 


May the cross of shame which You mounted for my sake become a bridge to that peaceful abode; may the crown 
of thorns with which Your head was crowned become for me the helmet of salvation on the heated day of battle; 
may the spit which Your face received prepare me to have an open face before the tribunal at Your advent; may 
Your holy body, which was exposed on the cross, crucify me to this world and its lusts by means of love for You; 
may Your clothing, for which lots were cast, tear asunder before my eyes the garment of darkness with which I 
am inwardly clothed; may the water and blood which came forth from You become for me a document granting 
liberty from the ancient state of servitude; may Your body and Your blood which have been mingled with my body, 
remain within me as a pledge that I will not be deprived of the constant sight of You in that realm which has no 
end; may the mysteries of the faith which I have preserved uncorrupted in myself preserve for me something 
to glory about on that day when the world is made ready to receive Your advent, and may they replace there the 
inadequacy of my ascetic practice. 

St. Isaac the Syrian (613 — 700) 


Fe et my eyes see You; Sweet Jesus of Nazareth, Let my eyes see You, and then see death. Let them see that 
can, Roses and Jessamine, seeing Your face most fair, all blossoms are therein. Flower of Seraphin sweet Jesus 
of Nazareth. Let my eyes see You, and then see death. Nothing I require, where my Jesus is; Anguish all desire, 
saving only this; All my help is his; he only succoureth. Let my eyes see You, sweet Jesus of Nazareth. Let my eyes 
see You, and then see death. 

St. Teresa of Avila T. Walsh, The catholic anthology, MacMillan: New York (1927), 148 - 149. 


I was born already Yours. You made me, tolerated me, redeemed me. You waited for me to come to You and You 
called me Your own. But what can I - a poor wretch - give to You? You see me through Your eyes of love and 
mold me to Your purpose, so that I am Yours alone - heart, body and soul. Give me life or give me death. Give 
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me health or give me sickness. Make me a pauper, or give me a fortune; it makes no difference. I am Yours to 
do with as You wish. But what can I give to You? 
St. Teresa of Avila - The Collected Works 


fF n weeping be my joy; My rest in fright; In sorrowing my serenity; My wealth in losing all. Amid storms be my 
love; In the wound my delight; My life in death; In rejection my favor. In poverty be my riches; My triumph in 
struggling; Rest in laboring; In sadness my contentment. In darkness be my light; My greatness in the lowly places; 
My way on the short road; In the cross my glory. In humiliation be my honor; My palm in suffering; Increase in 
my wanting; In losing my gain. My fullness be in hunger, In fearing my hope, My rejoicing in fear, In grieving 
my delight. In forgetting be my memory, Humiliation my exalting, In lowliness my repute, Affronts my victory. 
My laurels be in contempt, In afflictions my fondness, My dignity a lowly nook, In solitude my esteem. 

St. Teresa of Avila - The Collected Works 


C infinite goodness of my God! It is thus that I seem to see both myself and You. O Joy of the angels, how I 
long, when I think of this, to be wholly consumed in love for You! How true it is that You bear with those who 
cannot bear You to be with them! Oh, how good a Friend You are, my Lord! How You comfort me and suffer me 
and wait until our nature becomes more like Yours, and meanwhile, You bear with it as it is! You remember the 
times when we love You, my Lord, and when for a moment, we repent, You forget how we offended You. I have 
seen this clearly in my own life, and I cannot conceive, my Creator, why the whole world does not strive to draw 
near to You in this intimate friendship. Those of me who are wicked and whose nature is not like Yours ought 
to draw near to You so that You may make them good. They should allow You to be with them for at least two 
hours each day, even though they may not be with You but are perplexed, as I was, with a thousand worldly cares 
and thoughts. In exchange for the effort which it costs them to desire to be in such good company (for You know, 
Lord, that at first, this is as much as they can do, and sometimes they can do no more at all), You prevent the devils 
from assaulting them so that each day they are able to do them less harm, and You give them strength to conquer. 
Yea, Life of all lives, You slay none of those that put their trust in You and desire You for their Friend; rather, You 
sustain their bodily life with greater health and give strength to their souls 


St. Teresa of Avila 


FL surrender to you my hopes, my dreams, my ambitions. Do with them what You will, when You well, as You 
will. I place into Your loving care my family, my friends, my future. Care for them with the care I can never give. 
I release into Your hands my need to control, my craving for status, my fear of obscurity. Eradicate the evil, purify 
the good, and establish Your Kingdom on earth. For Jesus’ sake, Amen. 


St. Teresa of Avila 


Gi my Joy, Lord of all things created and my God! How long must I wait before I shall see Your Presence? What 
help canst Thou give to one who has so little on earth wherein she can find repose apart from Thee? O, long life! 
O grievous life! O life which is no life at all! Oh, what utter, what helpless loneliness! When shall it end, then, 
Lord, when shall it end? How long shall it endure? What shall I do, my Good? What shall I do? Shall I perchance 
desire not to desire Thee? O my God and my Creator, Who doest wound and apply no remedy, dost strike so that 
no wound is seen, dost slay yet leave the slain with more life than before - Who, in short, my Lord, doest what 
Thou wilt as befits One full of power! Is it Your will, then, my God, that so despicable a worm should suffer these 
conflicting distresses? Let it be so, my God, since Thou wiliest it so, for my only will is to love Thee. 


St. Teresa of Avila 


C my God and my infinite Wisdom, without measure and without bounds, high above the under- standing both 
of angels and of men! O Love, Who lovest me more than I can love myself or conceive of love! Why, Lord, have I 
the will to desire more than it is Your will to give me? Why do I wish to weary myself by begging Thee for things 
fashioned by my desire, since Thou already knowest what are the ends of all that my understanding can conceive 
and my will desire, while I myself know not what is best for me? The very thing in which my soul thinks to find 
profit will perchance bring about my ruin. For, if I beg Thee to deliver me from a trial, the object of which is my 
mortification, what is it that I am begging of Thee, my God? If I beseech Thee to give it to me, perchance it may 
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not be proportionate to my patience, which is still weak and cannot bear so great a blow; and if I suffer it with 
patience and am not strong in humility, 1 may think that I have achieved something, whereas it is Thou that art 
achieving it all, my God... No more trust in anything which I can desire for myself: do Thou desire for me that 
which Thou art pleased to desire; for that is my desire, since all my good consists in pleas ing Thee... Punish me 
not by giving me what I wish or desire, if Your love desire not this. 


St. Teresa of Avila, Gertrud Jaron Lewis and Jack Lewis- Spiritual Exercises, Cistercian Publications:Kalamazoo 1989, p. 83-89. 


M ajestic sovereign, timeless wisdom, Your kindness melts my hard, cold soul. Handsome lover, selfless giver, 
Your beauty fills my dull, sad eyes. I am yours, You made me. I am yours, You called me. I am yours, You saved 
me. I am yours, You loved me. I will never leave Your presence. Give me death, give me life. Give me sickness, 
give me health. Give me honour, give me shame. Give me weakness, give me strength. I will have whatever You 
give. Amen 


St. Teresa of Avila 


G overn everything by Your wisdom, O Lord, so that my soul may always be serving you in the way You will and 
not as I choose. Let me die to myself so that I may serve you; let me live to You who are life itself. Amen. 


St. Teresa of Avila 


A bh! Cement me to You, O true Love. I offer You my chastity because You are altogether dulcet and pleasant, 
my spouse full of delight. I vow obedience to You because Your fatherly charity allures me; Your loving-kindness 
and gentleness attract me. In observing Your will, I tie myself to Thee because clinging to Thee is lovable above 
everything. Come, O Love, O God, You alone are all my Love in verity. You are my dearest Salvation, all my 
hope and my joy, my supreme and surpassing Good. In the morning, I will stand before You, my God, and will 
contemplate You, my dearest Love, because You are pure delightsomeness and sweetness eternal. You are the thirst 
of my heart; You are all the sufficiency of my spirit. The more I taste You, the more I hunger; the more I drink, 
the more I thirst. Come, admit me unto the intimacy of Your charity. Behold, my heart burneth already for the 
kiss of Your Love. Open unto me the privy chamber of Your fair Love: Behold, my soul yearns for the embrace 
of the most secret union with You. 

St. Gertrude the Great 


OC living God, the inflow of Your burning love draws back into Your bosom all beings which have ever flowed 
forth from You, but all my life, what a pity, is lost, withered and brought to nothing. Come, O God of my Life, 
let my life grow green again in You, put forth new flowers, and regain the strength to bear its due fruit. O my 
Beloved, by the holy innocence and flawless sanctity of Your life, wash away all the foulness of my corrupt life, 
that my life may no longer be with me, but by the force of Your burning love may be wholly transported into You. 
Then in the hour of my death, I shall rejoice, O my true life! to find myself in You... You alone are the refuge of 
my soul. Come, grant that I may grow faint with love for You, die of desire for You, praise You with jubilation, and 
be for all eternity enkindled with the blazing fire of Your charity. 

St. Gertrude the GreatRonda De Sola Chervin , Prayers of the Women Mystics, Servant Pubns (1992) pp. 47-48 


Come, open unto me the portal of the salvation of Your most beloved heart. Behold, I no longer have my own 
heart with me, but You, O my deareSt. Treasure, keep it with You in Your closed chamber. O fountain of sweetness! 
Give me to drink, unworthy as I am, of the wine of Your comfort; in Your divine charity, raise up the ruins of my 
spirit, and out of Your superabundance of charity, atone for all the beggary and neediness of my soul. O eternal 
sweetness of my soul, You alone are the Beloved of my heart, Your face is all lovely and Your Heart all inviting; but 
my thoughts, alas! go wandering far from You. Come, O God of my heart, gather together my scattered mental 
powers and fix them upon Yourself. O my Beloved, by the pure intention of Your most holy thoughts and the ardent 
love of Your transpierced Heart, wash away all the guilt of my evil thoughts and my sinful heart, that Your most 
bitter passion may be my shady bower in death, and Your Heart, broken by love, my everlasting dwelling place. 
Let Your divine and sweetest heart, which, in the hour of Your death, love did pierce for my sake, sing jubilantly 
unto You. Let Your most loving and most faithful heart, into which the lance did open a way for me, that my heart 
might enter and rest therein, sing jubilantly unto You. Let this heart most sweet, the sole refuge of my earthly 
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sojourning, which ever watches over me with such kindness, and which will never rest in its thirst for me until it 
takes me eternally unto itself, sing jubilantly unto You. 
St. Gertrude the Great 


CO Eternal Trinity, fire and abyss of charity, dissolve this very day the cloud of my body! I am driven to desire, in 
the knowledge of Yourself that You have given me in Your truth, to leave behind the weight of this body of mine 
and give my life for the glory and praise of Your name. For by the light of under- standing... I have tasted and 
seen Your depth, eternal Trinity, and the beauty of Your creation... O abyss! O eternal Godhead! O deep sea! What 
more could You have given me than the gift of Your very self?... You are a fire lifting all chill and giving light. In 
Your light, You have made me know Your truth.... Good above every good, joYous Good, Good beyond measure and 
understanding! Beauty above all beauty... You who are the angels’ good are given to humans with burning love. 
You, garment who covers all nakedness, pasture the starving within Your sweetness, for You are sweet without trace 
of bitterness. 

St. Catherine of Siena (1347-1380) 


OC abyss, O eternal Godhead, O sea profound, what more could you give me than yourself? You are the fire that 
ever burns without being consumed; You consume in Your heat all the soul’s self-love; You are the fire which takes 
away cold; with Your light You illuminate me so that I may know all Your truth. Clothe me, clothe me with yourself, 
eternal truth, so that I may run this mortal life with true obedience, and with the light of Your most holy faith. 

St. Catherine of Siena (1347-1380) 


MM y Love, I can bear anything else, but to have offended You is too horrible and unbearable. Give me any other 
penance, but not that of seeing I have offended You. I do not wish to have committed the offenses I have committed 
against You. I cannot consent to have ever offended You. At the hour of death, show me rather the devils with all 
their terrors and torments. I consider them as nothing in comparison with the sight of the least offense against 
You. 


Saint Catherine of Genoa 


To what shall I liken me? To little birds in their nest. If the father and mother do not bring them food, they die of 
hunger. Thus is my soul without You, Lord; it does not have its nourishment, it cannot live! To what shall I liken 
me? To the little grain of wheat cast into the earth. If the dew falls, not if the sun does not warm it, the grain 
molds. But if You give Your dew and Your sun, the little grain will be refreshed and warmed; it will take root and 
will produce a beautiful plant with many grains. To what shall I liken me, Lord? To a rose that is cut and left to dry 
up in the hand. It loses its perfume, but if it remains on the rosebush, it is always fresh and beautiful and keeps 
all its perfume. Keep me, Lord, to give me life in You. To what shall I liken You, Lord? To the dove that feeds 
its little ones, to a tender mother who nourishes her little babe. My enraptured spirit contemplates all Your works. 
Who can speak of Thee, O God so great! O Omnipotent One, (it is) my ravished soul! A nothing, a bit of dust 
says to You: Come to me. Who can say that an Omnipotent One takes notice! One glance! You who look at me, 
come to me. You alone, my God, my all. I see Thee, goodness supreme: Your glance is maternal. Come quickly, 
O Sun of justice, arise! My soul is consumed; I languish while waiting, Come quickly! My soul, fly with wings of 
the dove to my God: He is my All. Your glance consoles me, my soul is thrilled. The nothing, the dust trembles 
in the presence of a God so great. He has visited His field: fly away O my soul! My soul sees Thee in the cloud, it 
can no longer remain here below. Your glance is enough to draw the nothing from this earth. God is splendid in 
His power. Let all things praise Him, praise Him! My soul is foolish, it can bear no more, take it! Who has God, 
possesses all things. Hail, hail, Tree of life, that gives me the fruit of life! From the center of this earth my heart 
repines, my heart sighs out. Oh! Who will give me wings to fly to my Beloved! Hail, hail, Tree of life, that gives 
me the fruit of life! I see on Your leaves these words are written: have no fear of anything! Your verdure says: 
Have hope. Your branches tell me: Charity. And Your shade: Humility. Hail, hail, Tree of life; In Thee I find the 
fruit of life. From the center of this earth, my heart repines, my heart is longing. Oh! Who will give me wings to 
fly to my Beloved! Hail, hail, blessed Tree; Thou bearest the fruit of life. Under Your shade, I wish to sigh at Your 
feet, I wish to die. 


Blessed Mariam Baouardy 


4AT, 


448, 


449, 


450. 


451. 


452. 


107 


x ord, I am like the little chick that the kite bird has caught; it has pricked it on the head, it has almost crushed 
it, but the poor little thing has escaped to safety under its mother’s wing. I, too, have been in anguish, sadness, and 
sorrow. My bones were dis- located; the marrow of my bones was embittered within me, my flesh was bruised. 
I turn my gaze toward my Father, and He looked at me, and this glance healed me. The marrow of my bones, 
which was embittered, has become sweet as sugar; my bones were made as strong as if I were fifteen years old... 
I ran to my Father and my King. And my King also came to me. And I was with thee like the little chick under 
its mother’s wing. I looked at my enemies through the wing feathers of my Father and my King, without fearing 
anything; I was in safety. 


Blessed Mariam Baouardy 


ite ord, my land is dry and parched: send Your dew. My flesh is falling off in rottenness, my feet can no longer 
support me, nor my hands move. My nerves are all on edge; my bones are wasted away, the marrow of my bones 
is like rotten smoke. The hairs of my head are stiff, all standing straight up and they prick me like needles. My 
ears are closed and so dull I cannot hear. My eyes are on fire, they no longer see the light My nose is all pinched; 
My tongue cleaves to my palate and can no longer utter a word to cry to You. My teeth are so locked the air can 
no longer pass through and I am going to die. My lips are so tight closed that I can no longer move them to call 
You to my aid. Lord, send Your dew upon this sterile earth, and it will return to life. 


Blessed Mariam Baouardy 


DB Iways more suffering for You, Jesus! I weep, O Jesus, for not suffering enough for You. I unite myself to Jesus 
when He was carrying His cross in the streets of Jerusalem. May You be blessed, my God. I unite my voice with 
that of Jesus in the garden of olives. May You be blessed, my God. I unite my sufferings to those of Jesus betrayed 
by Judas. May You be blessed, my God...I desire to suffer, to be immolated, crushed, roasted, until the end of the 
world, for the triumph of the Church. My God, may You be blessed!... Lord, I deserve rather to be thrust down to 
the bottom. Forgive me, forgive me! Ask Jesus to deliver me from the interior joys that I experience. They are so 
great that I do not feel any suffering. Mary, my mother, come to my help! Everyone cry out with me: Jesus, wake 
up! Lord, I accept all that You will. Love, O love, You are not known! 


Blessed Mariam Baouardy 


Jesus, God and Spouse of my soul! You alone, You alone... when shall I end by understanding it? I shall always 
find You disposed, O myjesus, to listen to me, day, night, always. 


If I cling to human affection, I shall find nothing but illusion and disappointment!... Do You in mercy tear me away 
from all that is not Yourself... Let me be forgotten and forsaken, for Your mercy’s sake, so that all that is earthly 
can be removed from my heart. Do this for the good of my soul, which is so inclined to attach itself to creatures 
and which, nevertheless, only desires to belong to You, my Jesus... You alone... shall console me in my sorrows, 
dry my tears, receive my last kiss, and be my companion at the hour of my death, when all others shall forsake 
me. And last of all, Your picture, this adored image on the Cross, which I have kissed during life, shall be the 
silent witness of my total destruction in the grave. This is why You alone, 0 my Jesus! You alone shall ever be my 
only love. 


Concepcién Cabrera de Armida 


Ba have no other love but You, my supreme Good, my Life, my heaven, my only desire. 


Concepcion Cabrera de Armida 


On yes, Jesus, my Life!The end of my day is approach- ing and I wish to keep quite close to You, for the cold 
chills me, if I withdraw from You ever so little. In order to be happy and at peace, I need the gende warmth of 
Your Heart, of Your words, ofYour looks!... I have wasted the better part of my life in vanities, in imaginations, in 
vain pleasures and in foolish illu- sions.... There are immense voids in my life: I have not always done my duty 
to my neighbor, or to the members of my family... Instead of seeking God, I have sought myself. I have desired 
comforts, I have been vainglorious and obstinate in defending my own opinion. I have taken pleasure in worldly 
friend- ships, and have sought myself even in my private devotions.... What excuses, what idleness, selfish ness, 
sensuality and sluggishness in the service of God.... What touchiness, cowardice and uncharitableness! O myJesus, 
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it makes me tremble when I con- sider that it is the end of the day, that night is coming on, and that my heart, alas! 
remains full of vices, stains and iniquities!... Where are the humility, the patience, the obedience, the gentleness, 
the costly victories?... Where are to be found the unlimited charity... the hunger for solitude... in all of which I 
should have placed my happiness?... O my JesusI and this is why I suffer, because my hands are empty, and the 
Bridegroom will soon be here and I shall have neither the oil of virtues nor the ardent flame of love, to offer Him! 
I look and look, and turn to look again at the consecrated Host; its whiteness dazzles me; its brilliant rays wound 
my soul to its utmost depths by revealing to me all its defects and deformities. Who can wish himself pure in the 
presence of Purity itself? Who is without spot before the spotlessness ofJesus? Who can think himself humble 
in the presence of Him who is hidden under the form of bread?... Who will believe himself innocent before the 
immaculate Lamb? Oh, my Lord! In Your presence, I ought to feel nought but shame, and a deep sense of my 
utter worthlessness; but I also feel great love for You, a burning love, which in uniting me to You, consumes all 
the vileness of my poor heart; a love which purifies and transforms me, and takes me far away from this earth, to 
the purest of Hosts, the very abode of Love. “Go and sin no more.” This is what Jesus says to me every time I go 
to confession. These words of our Lord touch me to the quick. How delicate is the heart of Jesus, such love and 
such tenderness could proceed only from God! And how do I respond to His wonderful good- ness? What are the 
fruits derived from my confessions? Do | not always come back with the same sins, the same defects, the same 
imperfections? Can I truly say that since I heard those sweet words of Jesus, I have not fallen again into sin? Have 
I preserved that peace of soul which a tranquil conscience alone can give, or have I allowed it to be taken from 
me in a thousand different ways?... How often when kneeling at the feet of the priest, have I not sought rather 
to obtain consolation than to repent and weep over my sins? Alas, how often also, in that holy place have I not 
sought myself! How often have I not feared to lay bare all my weak- nesses! How often have I not excused my 
imperfections, spoken ill of others, and sought to please my confessor without giving a thought to that contrition 
and voluntary humiliation which should always accompany my confession! Pardon me, Lord, pardon me for my 
want of delicacy to You and for my exceeding great pride, which manifests itself even in the most sacred things. 


Concepcién Cabrera de Armida 


WwW hy, O Jesus! my Own, my Life, my All, do You hide from me? Why does that Heart, whose fiery flames | 
have felt so often, which has beaten against my heart, which has made mine a thousand times leap for joy, why 
does it appear today to be unconscious of my tears and my sufferings? Why is it that, living as I do beneath the 
burning rays of my Eucharistic Sun, everything around me is ice, indifference and pain? Why, Love of my loves, 
my Heaven, my Life, Heart of my soul, why leave my soul immersed and lose itself in an ocean of suffering? Is it 
for my sins or for those of others? Is it to punish me? Is it out of love to purify me? O my Beloved, do not forsake 
me: have Pity on me, for it is death to me, to be without Him who is my Life! My days are nights; my nights are 
purgatory; my mind is hell - The hours are a continual martyrdom without Him who is my Light, my very breath, 
my heart and my Heaven! O Jesus, Jesus, what shall I do to find You? Ah, I know. Not to find myself who am the 
cause of my own unhappiness. I must disappear, diminish, descend, and be reduced to nothing in order that You 
must grow and reign. 


Concepcién Cabrera de Armida 


Gi my God, Trinity whom I adore, help me to forget myself entirely that I may be established in You as still and 
as peaceful as if my soul were already in eternity. May nothing trouble my peace or make me leave You, O my 
Unchanging One, but may each minute carry me further into the depths of Your Mystery. Give peace to my soul, 
make it Your heaven, Your beloved dwelling and Your resting place. May I never leave You there alone but be 
wholly present, my faith wholly vigilant, wholly adoring, and wholly surrendered to Your creative Action. O my 
beloved Christ, crucified by love, I wish to be a bride for Your heart; I wish to cover You with glory; I wish to love 
You... even unto death! But I feel my weakness, and I ask You to “clothe me with Yourself,” to identify my soul with 
all the movements of Your Soul, to overwhelm me, to possess me, to substitute Yourself for me that my life may be 
but a radiance of Your Life. Come into me as Adorer, as Restorer, as Savior. O Eternal Word, Word of my God, I 
want to spend my life in listening to You, to become wholly teachable that I may learn all from You. Then, through 
all nights, all voids, all helplessness, I want to gaze on You always and remain in Your great light. O my beloved 
Star, so fascinate me that I may not withdraw from Your radiance. O consuming Fire, Spirit of Love, “come upon 
me,” and create in my soul a kind of incarnation of the Word: that I may be another humanity for Him in which 
He can renew His whole Mystery. And You, O Father, bend lovingly over Your poor little creature, “cover her with 
Your shadow,” seeing in her only the “Beloved in whom You are well pleased.” 

Blessed Elizabeth ofthe Trinity 
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Jesus, my soul desires You, I want to be Your bride soon. With You I want to suffer— and to find You, die. 
Blessed Elizabeth ofthe Trinity 


KH oly Spirit, Goodness, Supreme Beauty! O You Whom I adore, O You Whom I love! Consume with Your divine 
flames This body and this heart and this soul! This spouse of the Trinity Who desires only Your will! 
Blessed Elizabeth of the Trinity 


Y ou are Truth - You are Sincerity, But each man is a liar. May all that is within me, Good and evil, lie and error, 
What I know and do not know, Pray, beseech, cry to You! If I seek to know me, I lose myself in thought - It is You 
alone who know my real name, Whether I am deserving of hatred or of love. May Your pity rescue me through 
grace,... Purify, illuminate my soul, That it [may] escape the power of nothingness. 


Raissa Maritain 


@ ou who created me, have pity on me. 


Raissa Maritain 


SF pless You, Jesus, to You belong all blessings. I bless You, Jesus, You are the only begotten of the Father. I bless 
You, Jesus, You are the true vine, the crown upon the throne of the Father. I bless You, Jesus, You walked upon the 
water, and Your feet remained dry. I bless You, Jesus, You made the bitter waters sweet. I bless You, Jesus, You are 
the staff held by the Father. I bless You, Jesus, You are the unmovable rock. I bless You, Jesus, You command the 
angels. I bless You, Jesus, and Your good Father, in whose hands is the breath, and who gives me life. For Yours 
is the power and the glory, forever. 

Shenoufe of Egypt 


M y God, I pray - that Your love may rule in my heart, that Your truth may rule in my mind, and that Your 
presence may rule in my soul, by the power of the Holy Spirit, for Jesus’ sake. 
Henry Ernest Hardy (Father Andrew, S.D.C.) 


You, my God, are love who loves, and love who is lovable, and love who is the bond between these two. 
Nicholas of Cusa (1401-1464) 


it ord, You are my lover, my longing, my flowing stream, my sun, and I am Your reflection. 
St. Mechthild of Magdeburg (1207 - 1294) 


C , Lord, I am overwhelmed by Your love. I am overwhelmed by Your presence at my side. My soul by itself 
knows nothing of love, and You alone arouse my love. I feel I am drinking the sweetest wine and drunk with love 
for You; I will obey Your slightest wish. I could even lay down my life for You. Now that I know Your presence, all 
other pleasures in the world are worthless. My only joy is to be with You. 

St. Mechthild of Magdeburg (1207 - 1294) 


SF ord, You are my lover, My longing, My flowing stream, My sun, And I am Your reflection. 
St. Mechthild of Magdeburg (1207 - 1294) 


O burning Mountain, O chosen Sun, O perfect Moon, O fathomless Well, O unattainable Height, O Clearness 
beyond measure, O Wisdom without end, O Mercy without limit, O Strength beyond resistance, O Crown beyond 
all majesty: the humblest thing You created sings Your praise. 
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St. Mechthild of Magdeburg (1207 - 1294) 


OC Vou pouring God in Your gift! O You flowing God in Your love! O You burning God in Your desire! O You 
melting God in the union with Your beloved! O You resting God on my breasts! Without You I cannot exist. 
St. Mechthild of Magdeburg (1207 - 1294) 


OC burning mountain, O chosen sun, O perfect moon, O fathomless well, O unattainable height, O clearness beyond 
measure, O wisdom without end, O mercy without limit, O strength beyond resistance, O crown of all majesty, the 
humblest You created sings Your praise, 

St. Mechthild of Magdeburg (1207 - 1294) 


Be ord, since you have taken from me all that I had of You, yet of Your grace leave me the gift which every dog 
has by nature: that of being true to you in my distress, when I am deprived of all consolation. This I desire more 
fervently than Your heavenly kingdom! 

St. Mechthild of Magdeburg (1207 - 1294) 


SF ord, I bring You my treasure! It is greater than the mountains, Wider than the world, Deeper than the sea, 
Higher than the clouds, More glorious than the sun, More manifold than the stars; It outweighs the whole earth. 


O image of My Divine Godhead, Ennobled by My humanity, Adorned by My Holy Spirit, What is Your treasure 
called? 


Lord, it is called my heart's desire. I have withdrawn it from the world and denied it to myself and all creatures. 
Now I can bear it no longer. where, O Lord, shall I lay it? 


Your heart's desire shall you lay nowhere, but in my own Divine Heart and on My human breast. There alone 
you will find comfort and be embraced by My Holy Spirit. 
St. Mechthild of Magdeburg (1207 - 1294) 


Y our glory pours into my soul like sunlight against gold. When may I rest within You, Lord? My joys are 
manifold. You garment Yourself in my soul, and my soul is clothed in You; that a parting must befall fills my heart 
with sorrow. If You loved me more, I could surely go from here and be where, through all eternity, I might love 
You as I would. I sang to You, and still, it is not as I will. But if You sang to me, imperfectness would flee. 

St. Mechtild of Magdeburg, The soul afire, pp. 239 - 240. 


ae ord, enfold me in the depths of Your heart; and there hold me, refine, purge, and set me on fire, raise me aloft 
until my own self knows utter annihilation. 
Pierre Teilhard de Chardin 


OC Lord, fill my heart with eternal life. 
St. Isaac the Syrian (613 — 700) 


“Draw me, Lord, we shall run.” ...O Jesus, I ask You to draw me into the flames of Your love, to unite me so closely 
to You that You live and act in me. I feel that the more the fire of love burns within my heart, the more | shall 
say: “Draw me,” the more the souls who will approach me... will run swiftly in the odor of Your ointments. 

Saint Therese of the Child Jesus 


Deepen Your love in me, O Lord, that I may learn in my inmost heart how sweet it is to love, to be dissolved, 
and to plunge myself into Your love. Let Your love possess and raise me above myself with a fervor and wonder 


ATS. 


416. 


ATT. 


478. 


479, 


480. 


481. 


111 


beyond imagination. Let me sing the song of love. Let me follow You into the heights. Let my soul spend itself 
in Your praise, rejoicing for love. Let me love You more than myself, and myself only for Your sake. Let me love 
others, as Your law commands. 

Saint Therese of the Child Jesus 


Q ear God, please reveal to me Your sublime beauty that is everywhere, everywhere, everywhere so that we will 
never again feel frightened. My divine love, my love, Please let me touch Your face. 


St. Francis of Assisi 


OC Holy Spirit Beloved of my soul I adore You. Enlighten Me Guide Me, strengthen Me and Console me. Tell me 
what I ought to do and command me to do it. I promise to submit to everything that You ask of me and to accept 
all that You allow to happen to me. Just show me what is Your will. 


Cardinal Mercier 


fF ord, make my soul to mirror You, Yourself alone to shine in me, that man may see Your love, Your grace, nor 


note the Glass that shows Your face. 
Blanche Mary Kelly (1881-1966) 


Spring of devotions, Hallmark Editions (1969) 


Jesus, give me to love thee, to embrace thee, though I once took lust and sin in my arms. Thou didst love me 
before I loved thee, an enemy, a sinner, a loathsome worm. Thou didst own me when I disclaimed myself; Thou 
dost love me as a son, and weep over me as over Jerusalem. Love brought thee from heaven to earth, from earth to 
the cross, from the cross to the grave. Love caused thee to be weary, hungry, tempted, scorned, scourged, buffeted, 
spat upon, crucified, and pierced. Love led thee to bow Your head in death. My salvation is the point where perfect 
created love and the most perfect uncreated love meet together; for thou dost welcome me, not like Joseph and 
his brothers, loving and sorrowing, but loving and rejoicing. This love is not intermittent, cold, changeable; it does 
not cease or abate for all my enmity. Holiness is a spark from Your love kindled to a flame in my heart by Your 
Spirit, and so it ever turns to the place from which it comes. Let me see Your love everywhere, not only in the 
cross, but in the fellowship of believers and in the world around me. When I feel the warmth of the sun may I 
praise thee who art the Sun of righteousness with healing power. When I feel the tender rain may I think of the 
gospel showers that water my soul. When I walk by the riverside may | praise thee for that stream that makes the 
eternal city glad, and washes white my robes that I may have the right to the tree of life. Your infinite love is a 
mystery of mysteries, and my eternal rest lies in the eternal enjoyment of it. 

Blanche Mary Kelly 


Even if I go blind I will still see You. Even if I become deaf, I will hear You. Take away my feet and I will still 
make my way to You. Take away my arms, and | will still embrace You. Make my heart stop, and my mind will 
take up its beat. Consume me with fire and every drop of my blood will become ablaze. 


Rainer Maria Rilke 


C \ord, grant that we, who follow Thy injunctions, may perfect the likeness of Thy image. . . . Grant that we 
all, living in Thy peace, translated into Thy City, safely sailing through the waves of sin, may be tranquilly borne 
along together with the Holy Spirit, the ineffable Wisdom; and day and night until the perfect day, may praise with 
thanksgiving, and give thanks with praise, to the only Father and Son. . . together with the Holy Spirit, all things 
in one; in Whom are all things; through Whom all things are one; through Whom is eternity; Whose members 


we all are. 
Clement of Alexandria 


Scott, W. Major, Aspects of Christian mysticism, New York, E.P. Dutton and Company (1907) 


L et my last breath, when my soul leave my body, breathe for the love to You, my God. I entered into life without 
acknowledging You, let me therefore finish it in loving You. 
Richard Allen (1787 - 1830) 
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W rat's wrong with me Lord? Why can’t I change? Why do I keep dodging You, and why do You keep hounding 
me? I’ve tried to forget You, Lord; but You keep stalking me. You keep giving me hell inside. You won't give up on 
me. Why? Maybe that’s what love is all about. If You can love like that, Lord; if You can love someone as stubborn 
as me, then You must be God. And sooner or later, I’m bound to start loving You. Lord, don’t stop hounding me, 
even though it hurts my pride, deflates my ego, and sickens my soul. They say You are all-loving, Well You are. 
And if that means anything, it means You care about me. You have the power to change me, to reach me, to make 
me over. Lord, never give up on me, even though I may have all but given up on You. 

Anthony M. Coniaris, The great I came’s of Jesus, Light & life Pub. 1980, pp. 41-42. 


if peak to me, Lord, that I may speak in living echoes of Your tone; as You have sought, so let me seek Your 
erring children, lost and lone. O lead me, Lord, that I may lead the wandering and the wavering feet. O feed 
me, Lord, that I may feed Your hungering ones with manna sweet. Teach me, Lord, that I may teach the precious 
truths which You impart; and wing my words that they may reach the hidden depths of many a heart. O fill me 
with Your fullness, Lord, until my very heart overflow in kindling thought and glowing word Your love to tell, Your 
praise to show. O use me, Lord, use even me, just as You will, and when, and where until Your blessed face I see, 
Your rest, Your joy, Your glory share. 

Frances Ridley Havergal (1836 - 1879) 


ae ord, speak to me that I may speak in living echoes of Your tone; As Thou has sought, so let me seek Thine 
erring children lost and lone. O lead me, Lord, that I may lead The wandering and the wavering feet; O feed me, 
Lord, that I may feed Thy hungering ones with manna sweet. O strengthen me, that while I stand Firm on the 
rock, and strong in Thee, I may stretch out a loving hand To wrestlers with the troubled sea. O teach me, Lord, that 
I may teach The precious things Thou dost impart; And wing my words, that they may reach The hidden depths 
of many a heart. O give Thine own sweet rest to me, That I may speak with soothing power A word in season, 
as from Thee, To weary ones in needful hour. O fill me with Thy fullness, Lord, Until my very heart overflow In 
kindling thought and glowing word, Thy love to tell, Thy praise to show. O mee me, Lord, mee even me, Just as 
Thou wilt, and when, and where, Until Thy blessed face I see, Thy rest, Thy joy, Thy glory share. 

Frances Ridley Havergal (1836 - 1879) 


7, ake my life, and let it be Consecrated, Lord, to You; Take my moments and my days, Let them flow in ceaseless 
praise. 


Take my hands, and let them move at the impulse of Your love. Take my feet, and let them be swift and beautiful 
for You. 


Take my voice, and let me sing always, only, for my King; Take my lips, and let them be filled with messages from 
You. 


Take my silver and my gold; Not a mite would I withhold. Take my intellect, and use every power as You shall 
choose. 


Take my will, and make it Yours: It shall be no longer mine. Take my heart: it is Your own: It shall be Your royal 
throne. 


Take my love; my Lord, I pour at Your feet its treasure-store. Take myself, and I will be ever, only, all for You. 
Frances Ridley Havergal (1836 - 1879) 


M y God, lock me in Your Will, imprison me in Your Love and Your Wisdom, draw me to Yourself. I will never 
do anything when the strongest reason for doing it is only my own satisfaction. I want Your Will and Your Love. 
I give myself blindly to You. I trut in You. Do You really want me in solitude? Then lead me there and purify 
the way of all my own will and of my own desires. I trust in You blindly. I will keep close to You whatever the 
darkness, whatever my fears may be. Lead me to do all things in Your own time and in Your own way. 


Thomas Merton 


OC Holy Lord, who requires truth in the inward parts, I humbly beseech thee to purge me from all hypocrisy and 
insincerity. The heart, O Lord, is deceitful above all things, and my heart is deceitful above all hearts, O You who 
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searches the heart and reins, try me, and seek the ground of my heart, and suffer not any accursed thing to lurk 
within me, but purify me even with fire, so You consume my dross. O Lord, I cannot deceive You, but I may most 
easily deceive myself; I beg You, let me not rest in any such deceit, but bring me to a sight and hatred of my most 
hidden corruptions that I may not cherish any darling lust. O suffer me not to speak peace to my self, when there 
is no peace, but grant I may judge of myself, as Your judges’ of me, that I may never be at peace with myself, till I 
am at perfect peace with thee, and by the purity of heart be qualified to see thee in Your Kingdom, through Jesus 
Christ. 

Richard Allestree, The Whole Duty of Man, pp 252-253 


OC my Father, my God, I am in Your hand; and may | rejoice above all things in being so. Do with me what seems 
good in Your sight; only let me love You with all mind, soul and strength. 
John Wesley 


ew ord, teach me to rest in You. Teach me to see the sky and to think of nothing else but the joy in it. Teach me 
to look at field and flower and be soothed by colours and seasons. Teach me to close my eyes and to rest in the 
love that has supported me all my days. Teach me Lord to rest in You. 

Frank Topping 


Oh, Lord my God, You called me from the sleep of nothingness merely because of Your tremendous love. You 
want to make good and beautiful beings. You have called me by name in my mother’s womb. You have given me 
breath and light and movement and walked with me every moment of my existence. I am amazed, Lord God of 
the universe, that You attend to me and, more, cherish me. Create in me the faithfulness that moves You, and I 
will trust You and yearn for You all my days. 

Joseph Tetlow, S.J. 


fF choose to breathe the breath of Christ, that makes all life holy. I choose to live the flesh of Christ that outlasts 
sin’s corrosion and decay. I choose the blood of Christ along my veins and in my heart that dizzies me with 
joy. I choose to living waters flowing from his side to wash clean my own self and the world itself. I choose the 
awful agony of Christ to charge my senseless sorrows with meaning and to make my pain pregnant with power. 
I choose You, good Jesus, You know. I choose You, Good Lord; count me among the victories that have won in 
bitter woundedness. Never number me among those alien to you. Make me safe from all that seeks to destroy 
me. Summon me to come to you. Stand me solid among angels and saints chanting yes to all You have done, 
exulting in all You mean to do forever and ever. Then for this time, Father of all, keep me, from the core of my 
self, choosing Christ in the world. 

Joseph Tetlow, S.J. 


OC nly in love can I find You, my God. In love the gates of my soul spring open, allowing me to breathe a new 
air of freedom and forget my own petty self. In love my whole being streams forth out of the rigid confines of 
narrowness and anxious self-assertion, which makes me a prisoner of my own poverty and emptiness. In love all 
the powers of my soul flow out toward You, wanting never more to return, but to lose themselves completely in 
You, since by Your love You are the inmost center of my heart, closer to me than I am to myself. But when I love 
You, when I manage to break out of the narrow circle of self and leave behind the restless agony of unanswered 
questions, when my blinded eyes no longer look merely from afar and from the outside upon Your unapproachable 
brightness, and much more when You Yourself, O Incomprehensible One, have become through love the inmost 
center of my life, then I can bury myself entirely in You, O mysterious God, and with myself all my questions. 
Karl Rahner, S.J. (1904-1984) 


W vo is like You, Jesus, sweet Jesus? You are the light of those who are spiritually lost. You are the life of those 
who are spiritually dead. You are the liberation of those who are imprisoned by guilt. You are the glory of those 
who hate themselves. You are the guardian of those who are paralyzed by fear. You are the guide of those who are 
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bewildered by falsehood. You are the peace of those who are in turmoil. You are the prince of those who yearn to 
be led. You are the priest of those who seek the truth. 


Johann Freylinghausen 


S hine upon me, O the Light of my eyes! Show Yourself to me, O Life of my soul! My great delight, my desired 
comfort! You are my rest, my glory, my honour, and my sole desire. May I hold You, my Beloved! May I feel 
You, my great joy, within and without! May I possess You, O eternal Felicity! Enjoy You, O everlasting Life, in my 
inmost heart. May I love You, my God, my Refuge, and my Deliverer! May I cleave to You, O my surest Hope, in 
all my tribulations. May I be filled with You, O eternal Good! Open my inmost ears, that I may hear Your voice 
within; and in understanding, it may rejoice and live in You. Give me the heart to fear You, a memory at all times 
to recollect You, a will which may indisputably cleave to You the Chief Good. May my whole soul be possessed by 
You and repose in You alone. 

R. Brett, Instructions, prayers, and holy aspirations for afflicted Christians, London: Joseph Masters: C. Miller (1848) 


C God of love, what do I desire in heaven or earth besides You, my supreme love and desire. 


Come, King of all, and take full possession of my heart and soul, transform me into Your love, and conform me 
to Your will. Let my only heart desire to do Your will, and Your love be the life of my soul. 


O my Lord, I ask You of no earthly treasure, no worldly goods, or honours; I only beg the riches of Your love, that 
I may seek You more in all, love You above all, and live content with You as my all in all. 


I desire to love only You, O Lord my God! Oh, I entirely surrender my spirit to You, guide it, govern it, enlighten 
it, elevate it, and transport it to where and when You will. 


Be, O my Saviour, henceforth the chief Subject of my thoughts and Object of my affection; that I may be wholly 
committed to Your love, honour, and service. 


Feed, 0 eternal Shepherd, Your poor servant. Enlighten my dark mind with the brightness of Your presence. Kindle 
my cold heart with the fire of Your love. 


May the sweet influences of holy charity absorb me, and the desire of pure delights penetrate, purify, and ravish 
my whole soul that I may ever seek after You and cleave inseparably to you. 


O abyss of love! O Jesus, my God! O Light of infinite Beauty! Shine up on me, now sighing after You, 
that the shadows of death may not encompass me. 


Behold, O Lord, I desire you. I cast myself wholly upon you. Please fill me with Your love, for You alone are 
worYour of all praise, glory, and love. Fill me with the streams of holy charity, and so possess me that my heart 
may ever sing sweet praises unto you. 

R. Brett, Instructions, prayers, and holy aspirations for afflicted Christians, London: Joseph Masters: C. Miller (1848) 


W ben we miss the beauty and the joy of earth’s goodness; when we grow too accustomed to life’s busyness, when 
the goodness of others gets lost in a rush; when our frailty outruns our strength; when the hope of our heart fades 
away; when the call to serve others loses its flavour; when we search for the way home to You; when loneliness 
pursues me; when it seems the darkness will never give way to the light; when the ache of the world wears our 
compassion thin; when the troubles of others seem more than we can carry; when even You seem far away, walk 
closely with me, O Lord. 

Joyce Rupp, May I have this dance?, Ave Maria Press (1997) pp. 24 - 25. 


The die is cast, Lord; I can no longer forget You. In a moment Vou seized me, In a moment You conquered 
me. My doubts were swept away, My fears dispelled. For I recognized You without seeing You. I felt You without 
touching You, I understood You without hearing You. Marked by the fire of Your love, I can no longer forget You. 
Now I know that You are there, close to me, and I work in peace beneath Your gaze of love. I no longer know 
what it is to make an effort to pray. I just lift my eyes to You and I meet Yours, And we understand one another. 
All is light, all is peace. At times, O Lord, You steal over me irresistibly, as the ocean slowly covers the shore, Or 
suddenly You seize me as the lover clasps his beloved in his arms. And I am helpless, a prisoner, and I have to 
stand still. Captivated, I hold my breath; the world fades away, You suspend time. I wish that these minutes were 
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hours. When You withdraw, leaving me afire and overwhelmed with profound joy, Though I have no new ideas, | 
know that You possess me more completely. You have reached new depths in me, The wound has widened, and I 
am more than ever a prisoner of Your love. Lord, once more You have made a desert around me, but this time it 
is different. You are too great, You eclipse everything. What I had cherished now seems trifling, and my desires 
melt like wax in the sun under the fire of Your love. Nothing matters to me, Neither my comfort Nor even my life. 
I desire only You, I want nothing but You. 

Michel Quoist 


OC my God, You have wounded me with love; behold the wound that still vibrates; O my God, You have wounded 
me with love. O my God, Your fear has fallen upon me; behold, the burn is there, and it throbs aloud, O my God, 
Your fear has fallen upon me. O my God, I have known that all is vile and that Your glory has stationed itself in 
me; O my God, I have known that all is vile. Drown my soul in floods, floods of Your wine, mingle my life with 
the body of Your bread. Drown my soul in floods, floods of Your wine. Take my blood, that I have not poured out, 
take my flesh, unworYour of suffering, take my blood, that I have not poured out. Take my brow that has only 
learned to blush, to be the footstool of Your adorable feet; take my brow that has only learned to blush. Take my 
hands because they have laboured not for coals of fire and for rare frankincense; take my hands because they have 
labored not. Take my heart that has beaten for vain things, to throb under the thorns of Calvary; take my heart 
that has beaten for vain things. Take my feet from a frivolous traveller, that they may run to the crying of Your 
grace; take my feet from a frivolous traveller. Take my voice, a harsh and a lying noise, for the reproaches of 
Your Penitence, Take my voice, a harsh and a lying noise Take mine eyes, luminaries of deceit, that they may be 
extinguished in the tears of prayer, Take mine eyes, luminaries of deceit. Alas, thou, God of pardon and promises, 
what is the pit of mine ingratitude, Alas, thou, God of pardon and promises. God of terror and God of holiness, 
alas, my sinfulness is a black abyss, God of terror and God of holiness. Thou, God of peace, of joy and delight, all 
my tears, all my ignorances, Thou, God of peace, of joy and delight. Thou, O God, knowest all this, all this, how 
poor I am, poorer than any man, Thou, O God, knowest all this, all this. And what I have, my God, I give to thee. 

Pual Verlaine (1844-1896) Adopted 


OC Lord, I do not know what to ask You. You alone know my real needs, and You love me more than I even 
know how to love. Enable me to discern my true needs which are hidden from me. I ask for neither cross nor 
consolation; I wait in patience for You. My heart is open to You. For Your great mercy’s sake, come to me and help 
me. Put Your mark on me and heal me, cas. me down and raise me up. Silently I adore Your holy will and Your 
inscrutable ways. I offer myself in sacrifice to You and put all my trust in You. I desire only to do Your will. Teach 
me how to pray and pray in me, Yourself. 

Vasily Drosdov Philaret (1782 -1867) 


Fn the beginning, Lord, I was alone. Like the earth, before Your Spirit moved over the waters. I was formless 
and empty, and darkness filled the depths of my heart. Then, it was as if You declared, Left there be Light, and 
out of the darkness, I began to see hope, like a shimmering ray of love breaking through the parting clouds at 
the conclusion of the night. In the beginning, Lord, I was alone, but when I saw You in the light, I was no longer 
afraid. You held out Your hand, and though I had a choice, I had no choice because to refuse was to embrace 
again the darkness. In the beginning, Lord, I was alone. Now I feel again a part of Your creation, loved, wanted 
and family. In the light of Your presence, I hold out my heart that others might glimpse through it Your reflection 
and be drawn from the darkness that I once embraced into the light of Your sunrise, the brightness of Your face. 

John Birch 


F am no longer my own, but Yours. Put me to what You will, rank me with whom You will; Put me to doing, 
put me to suffering; Let me be employed for You, or laid aside for You; Let me be exalted for You, or brought low 
for You; Let me be full, let me be empty; Let me have all things, let me have nothing; I freely and wholeheartedly 
yield all things to Your pleasure and disposal. And now, O Glorious and blessed God, Father, Son and Holy Spirit, 
You are mine and I am Yours. So be it. And the covenant which I have made on earth, Let it be ratified in heaven.” 

John Wesley (1703-1791) 
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M y God, my God, let me for once look on You as though nothing else existed, we alone! And as creation 
crumbles, my soul’s spark Expands till I can say,Even from myself. I need You and I feel You and I love You. I 
do not plead my rapture in Your works For love of You, nor that I feel as one Who cannot die: but there is that in 
me Which turns to You, which loves or which should love. 


Robert Browning 


G od, You are love! I build my faith on that. I know You who kept my path, and made light for me in the darkness, 
tempering sorrow so that it reached me like a solemn joy; It were too strange that I should doubt Your love. 


Robert Browning 


TL ord and Master of my life, take far from me the spirit of laziness, discouragement, domination, and idle talk; 
grant to me, Your servant, a spirit of chastity, humility, patience, love; yea, my Lord and King, grant me to see my 
sins, and not to judge my neighbour, for You are blessed for ever and ever. 

Ephraim of Syria 


Ba worship You, Lord; I bless You, God the Good; I beg you. Most Holy, I fall down before you. Lover of 
humankind. I give You glory, O Christ, because You, the Only Begotten, the Lord of all things, who alone are 
without sin, gave yourself to die for me, a sinner unworthy of such a blessing: You died the death of the cross to 
free my sinful soul from the bonds of sin. What shall I give You, Lord, in return for all this kindness? Glory to 
You for Your love. Glory to You for Your mercy. Glory to You for Your patience. Glory to You for forgiving me 
all our sins. Glory to You for coming to save our souls. Glory to You for Your incarnation in the virgin’s womb. 
Glory to You for Your bonds. Glory to You for receiving the cut of the lash. Glory to You for accepting mockery. 
Glory to You for Your crucifixion. Glory to You for Your burial. Glory to You for Your resurrection. Glory to You 
that were preached to men and women. Glory to You in whom they believed. Glory to You that were taken up into 
heaven. Glory to You who sit in great glory at the Father’s right hand. Glory to You whose will it is that the sinner 
should be saved through Your great mercy and compassion. 

St. Ephraim of Syria (306-373) 


NU se me, my Savior, for whatever purpose and in whatever way you may require. Here is my poor heart, an 
empty vessel: fill it with Your grace. Here is my sinful and troubled soul: quicken it and refresh it with Your love. 
Take my heart for Your abode; my mouth to spread abroad the glory of Your name; my love and all my powers for 
the advancement of Your believing people; and never allow the steadfastness and confidence of my faith to abate. 

Dwight L Moody (1837-1899) 


G ternal Light, shine into our hearts; Eternal Goodness, deliver us from evil; Eternal Power, be our support; Eternal 
Wisdom, scatter the darkness of our ignorance; Eternal Pity, have mercy upon us, that with all our heart and mind 
and strength we may seek Your face and be brought by Your infinite mercy to Your holy presence; through Jesus 


Christ our Lord. 
Alcuin of Tours (735 — 804) 


Horton Davies, Communion of Saints: Prayers of the Famous, William B. Eerdmans Publishing Company (1990) p.18 


Bs am not worthy, my Master and my God, That You should come beneath the roof of my soul. Yet, since in Your 
universal love You want to live in me, I ask with boldness. You command, Open the gates which You forged, Come 
in with love and light up my darkened thinking. I believe that You will do this Because You did not send away 
the prostitute who came with tears, You did not send away the sorry tax-collector or the thief who sought Your 
kingdom, You did not reject Paul who persecuted You, But all of those who came to You in repentance, You called 
‘friends’, And live with You now, Blessed forever and in eternity! 

St. John Chrysostom (c.347-407) 


OC my God, let me walk in the way of love which knoweth not how to seek self in anything whatsoever. Let this 
love wholly possess my soul and heart, which I beseech Thee, may live and move only in, and out of, a pure and 
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sincere love to Thee. Oh! that thy pure love were so grounded and established in my heart that I might sigh and 
pant without ceasing after Thee, and be able in strength of this Thy love to live without all comfort and consolation, 
human or divine. O sight to be wished, desired, and longed for, because once to have seen Thee is to have learned 
all things! Nothing can bring me to this sight but love. But what love must it be? Not a sensible love only, a 
childish love, a love which seeketh itself more than the Beloved. No, it must be an ardent love, a pure love, a 
courageous love, a love of charity, a humble love, and a constant love, not worn out with labours, nor daunted with 
any difficulties. O Lord, give this love into my soul, that I may never more live nor breathe but out of a most pure 
love of Thee, my All and only Good. Let me love Thee for Thyself, and nothing else but in and for Thee, Let me 
love nothing instead of Thee, for to give all for love is a most sweet bargain . . . Let Thy love work in me and by 
men, and let me love Thee as Thou wouldst be loved by me. I cannot tell how much love I would have of Thee, 
because I would love Thee beyond all that can be imagined or desired by me. Be Thou in this, as in all other 
things, my chooser for me, for Thou art my only choice, moSt. dear to me. The more I shall love Thee, the more 
will my soul desire Thee, and desire to suffer for Thee. 


Dmne Gertrude More 


Fe ord, teach me to rest in you. Teach me to see the sky and to think of nothing else but the joy of it. Teach me 
to look at field and flower and be soothed by colors and seasons. Teach me to close my eyes and to rest in the 
Love that has supported me all my days. Teach me, Lord, to rest in you. 

Frank Topping 


M y God, You know infinitely better than I how little I love you. I would not love You at all except for Your grace. 
It is Your grace that has opened the eyes of my mind and enabled them to see Your glory. It is Your grace that has 
touched my heart and brought upon it the influence of what is so wonderfully beautiful and fair --- O my God, 
whatever is nearer to me than You, things of this earth, and things more naturally pleasing to me, will be sure to 
interrupt the sight of You, unless Your grace interferes. Keep my eyes, my ears, my heart from any such miserable 
tyranny. Break my bonds—raise my heart. Keep my whole being fixed on you. Let me never lose sight of you; 
and, while I gaze on You, let my love of You grow more and more everyday. 

Cardinal John Henry Newman (1801-1890) 


ee ord, You are the holy Lord, the only God who works wonders. You are strong. You are great. You are most 
high. You are the Almighty king. You, Holy Father, king of heaven and earth, You are Three and One, the Lord 
God of gods. You are the good, all good, the highest good, Lord God, living and true. You are love. You are 
wisdom. You are humility. You are patience. You are beauty. You are meekness. You are security. You are inner 
peace. You are joy. You are our hope and gladness. You are justice. You are temperance. You are all our riches to 
the full. You are beauty. You are meekness. You are our protector. You are our guardian and defender. You are 
strength. You are refreshment. You are our hope. You are our faith. You are our charity, You are all our delight. 
You are our eternal life, the great and wondrous Lord, God Almighty, Merciful Saviour! 

St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) 


L et me desire nothing, wish for nothing, and let nothing please or delight me but You, my Creator, my Redeemer 
and my Saviour, the only and true God, Who is all Good, perfect Good, entire Good, the true and supreme Good, 
Who alone is good, merciful, kind and gracious, gentle and sweet, who alone is holy, just, true and upright, Who 
alone is benign, pure, undefiled, from whom, through whom, and in whom is all mercy, all grace, all glory of all 
penitents and just men, and of all the Saints rejoicing in heaven. Let nothing hinder me from You; let nothing 
separate us; let nothing come between me and You, my God. Therefore, let me firmly believe and humbly hold 
You in my heart at all times and in all places, daily and hourly. Let me love, honour, adore, serve, praise and bless, 
glorify and exalt, magnify and thank the Most High, Supreme and Eternal God, Three in One, the Father, Son, and 
Holy Ghost, the Creator of all who believe in Him, hope in Him, and love Him, who is without beginning or end, 
immutable and invisible, ineffable, incomprehensible, blessed and worthy of praise, glorious, holy, sublime, most 
high, sweet, amiable, lovable, and wholly desirable forever and ever. 

St. Francis of Assisi (1181 - 1226) Adopted 
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C God, You are above all that is! How will a word praise You? For no word can describe You. How will the mind 
consider You? For no mind can apprehend You. You are too wonderful for words, since You originate whatever 
is spoken. You only are unknowable, since You originate whatever is thought. All beings speak of You, and those 
that do not speak cry out in praise. All beings think of You, and those that do not think honor You. The desires 
of all are common; the pains of all are common. All beings make prayer to You. To You every thinking creature 
speaks a song of silent praise. Everything abides in You alone; everything that moves, moves together with You. 
You are the goal of everything; The One, the All, yet Nothing. You are not one among many nor the totality of 
all beings; You have all names; how shall I call You? You alone are unenclosed; You are hidden above the clouds. 
What heavenly mind will enter in? Have mercy! O God, You are above all that is! What else can be done then to 
celebrate You in song? 

St. Gregory of Nazianzus (329 - 390) 


S oul of Christ sanctify me 

through the riches of Your inner life. Body of Christ save me 

through the torment of Your oblation. Blood of Christ inebriate me 

through the warmth of the Heart from which You flowed. Water from the side of Christ wash me 
through the impetus of Your streaming. Passion of Christ strengthen me 

through the might that endured You. O good Jesus hear me 

because You are so unfathomably good. In Your own wounds hide me 

because they are graven very deep. Let me never be separated from You 

through it would be my eternal damnation. From the evil enemy protect me 

because otherwise he will overwhelm me. In the hour of death call me 

because my heart then will be filled with fear. And suffer me then to come to You 
because You have loved me from the beginning. That I may praise You all Your Saints- 
You, my Lord and my God. 


Anonymous, H. A. Reinhold, The soul afire: Revelations of the mystics, Meridian: New York 1960. 


Fn the bright bay of Your morning, O God, 
I kneel to You with the trees, 
As they, I stretch out my arms in ecstasy, 
To pour out my voice before You, 
To open myself to You with the bridal buds, 
And to sob to You with all the well-springs of the earth. 
You, who dwell in the willow’s gentle cataract, 
You, who threaten in the rapture of fire, 
You, who are one with every urge: 
rain and weeping and waterfalls. 
You, whose fragrance breathes 
in the womanly blooming of flowers, 
Who sound from the deep brooks of song! 
O voluptuous joy of kneeling before You, 
Of surrender to You, most unearthly one! 
Already the fugue of day is hushed, 
and Your narcissus breath 
Blows over me in the soft night-wind. 
And again in the dark inlet of Your evening 
I kneel before the abyss of Your stillness 
To create anew out of my love. 
Stephen Fortosis, A treasury of Prayers, Kregel Publications (2001) p. 284. 


a ord of my heart give me vision to inspire me, that, working or resting, I may always think of you. Lord of my 
heart give me light to guide me, that, at home or abroad, I may always walk in Your way. Lord of my heart give 
me wisdom to direct me, that, thinking or acting, I may always discern right from wrong. Lord of my heart give 
me courage to strengthen me that, amongst friends or enemies, I may always proclaim Your justice. Lord of my 
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heart give me trust to console me that, hungry or well-fed, I may always rely on Your mercy. Lord of my heart 
save me from empty praise that I may always boast of you. Lord of my heart save me from worldly wealth that I 
may always look to the riches of Heaven. Lord of my heart save me from military prowess that I may always seek 
Your protection. Lord of my heart save me from vain knowledge that I may always study Your word. Lord of my 
heart save me from unhealthy pleasures that I may always find joy in Your beautiful creation. Lord of my heart, 
whatever may befall me, rule over any thoughts and feelings, my words and actions. 

Celtic prayer. Michael Counsell, 2000 years of prayer, Morehouse (2002) 


FP rom all my heart, O Lord, I pray to You. With fervour and zeal, for the uncertainty of those who wait; for 
the helplessness of the dying; for the sadness of the misunderstood, for those who request in vain; for all those 
abused, scorned and disdained; for the silly, the wicked, the miserable; for those who hurry in pain to the nearest 
physician; for those who return from work with trembling and anguished hearts to their homes; for those who are 
roughly treated and pushed aside, for those who are hissed on the stage; for all who are clumsy, ugly, tiresome and 
dull, for the weak, the beaten, the oppressed for those who cannot find rest during long sleepless nights; for those 
who are afraid of death, for those who wait in hospitals; for those who have missed the train; for all the inhabitants 
of our earth and all their pains and troubles, their worries, sufferings, disappointments, All their grief’s, afflictions, 
sorrows, longings, failures, defeats; for everything which is not joy, comfort, happiness, bliss --- let these shine 
forever upon them with tender love and brightness, I pray to You O Lord mot fervently- I pray to You O Lord from 
the depths of my heart. 

Juljan Tuwim, Nathan and Marynn Ausubel (Ed), A treasury of jewish poetry, Freefort, New York (1957) pp. 67-68. 


Deliver me, O Jesus, from the desire to be esteemed, from the desire to be loved, from the desire to be honoured, 
from the desire to be praised, from the desire to be preferred to others, from the desire to be consulted, from the 
desire to be approved, and from the desire to be popular. Deliver me, O Jesus, from the fear of being humiliated, 
from the fear of being despised, from the fear of being rebuked, from the fear of being slandered, from the fear 
of being forgotten, from the fear of being wronged, from the fear of being treated unfairly, and from the fear of 
being suspected. Grant me the grace, dear Jesus, to desire that others might be more loved than I, that others 
might be more esteemed than I, that in the opinion of the world, others may increase and | decrease, that others 
may be chosen and I may be set aside, that others may be preferred to me in everything, that others may become 
holier than I, provided that I, too, become as holy as I can. 

S. Claiborne and J. W-Hartgrove, The book of Common prayer (Pocket edition), Zondervan (2012) 


Gi Lord, You who are all merciful, take away my sins from me, and enkindle within me the fire of Your Holy 
Spirit. Take away this heart of stone from me, and give me a heart of flesh and blood, a heart to love and adore 
You, a heart which may delight in You, love You and please You, for Christ’s sake. 

St. Ambrose, H. Davies (Ed.), The communion of saints, prayers of the famous, William B. Eerdmans Publishing Company (1990), p. 56. 


F do not complain, my Father, I do not complain my Lord, That You imbued my heart with this painful love. 
I do not complain, my Father, that I go on such a solitary path, That I have so worn myself out on my thorny 
way. I approach huts with the news: ‘It is coming, by the grace of heaven’. And people reply: ‘With God’s will?’ 
and give me a crumb of bread. Are my words so difficult to understand? Do they not see that Your Kingdom is 
approaching? Do they not see that the nations have outraged the heavens, They do not believe, although I bring 
them tidings of joy and hope? But I do not complain, my Lord, that I go on my path so dejected, That there is no 
end to my thorny way. Birds have nests, little foxes have their dens And only the Son of Man has nowhere to lay 
his head. But I do not complain, Lord ... But soon, in a miracle, Make these good, quiet people understand me. 
Juljan Tuwim, Nathan and Marynn Ausubel (Ed), A treasury of jewish poetry, Freefort, New York (1957) 


Q epart from me, O Lord! I know it all now. I see my sin because I see Your goodness. Depart from me, O Lord! 
What can I have in common with You? I, so selfish, so vile, so sin-laden; but You, so merciful, so righteous, so 
holy. In very deed, Your ways are not as my ways, and Your thoughts are not as my thoughts. Depart from me, O 
Lord! And yet not so, Lord - not so, for how can I endure to part with You? In Your presence is hope, is light, is 
joy. Lord, to whom shall we go? You have the words of eternal life. Depart from me? Nay, rather abide with me. 
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Teach me, absolve me, purify me, strengthen me. Take me to Yourself, that I may be Yours, and Yours only. Abide 
with me, for the day of this life is far spent, and the night come when no man can work. Stay with me now and 
evermore, and so fulfil Your gracious promise: “If a man loves Me, and will keep My Word, My Father will love 
him, and We will come unto him, and make our abode with him.” 

Joseph Barber Lightfoot, Bishop of Durham (1828 - 1889) 


A Imighty and Merciful God, who are the strength of the weak, the refreshment of the weary, the comfort of the 
downcast, the deliverer of the tempted, the life of the dying, the God of patience and of all consolation, You know 
well the inner weakness of my nature, how I tremble and quiver before pain, and cannot bear the cross without 
Your divine help and support. Help me to possess patience, maintain unshaken hope in You, and posses childlike 
trust discerns a Father’s heart hidden beneath the cross. 

Mary W. Tileston, Prayers: Ancient and Modern, Little Brown Inc., Boston (1914), p. 352. 


OC ord, great distress has come upon me; my cares threaten to crush me, and I do not know what to do. O 
God, be gracious to me and help me. Give me strength to bear what You send, and do not let fear rule over me. 
Whether I live or die, I am with You, and You, my God, are with me. Lord, I wait for Your salvation and for Your 
kingdom. 

Dietrich Bonhoeffer 


Gi God, early in the morning I cry to you. 
Help me to pray 
and to concentrate my thoughts on You, 
I cannot do this alone. 
In me there is darkness, 
but with You there is light; 
I am lonely, 
but You do not leave me; 
I am feeble in heart, 
but with You there is help; 
I am restless, 
but with You there is peace. 
In me there is bitterness, 
but with You there is patience; 
I do not understand Your ways, 
but You know the way for me... 
Restore me to liberty, 
and enable me to live now 
that I may answer before You and before me. 
Lord, whatever this day may bring, 
Your name be praised. 
Dietrich Bonhoeffer, Letters From Prison, Macmillan Publishing Company (1945) p. 67. 


G od, You are God! I am seeking you. My soul is thirsting for You, all my being is longing for you. I am like a 
land parched, weary and waterless; I long to gaze on You in the Sanctuary, and to see Your power and glory. Your 
love is better than life itself; all my life I will bless You, in Your name lift up my hands. My soul will feast most 
richly, on my lips a song of joy, in my mouth praise. I meditate on You all night long, for You have always helped 
me. I sing for joy in the shadow of Your wings; my soul clings close to You, Your right hand supports me. 

Francois Chalet, Cries from the heart, Sheed and Ward, New York (1968), pp 60 - 61. 


Because You picked me up when I struggled to get through. 
Because You healed my heart when it was thrown and shattered. 
Because You gave me hope when it seemed so out of reach. 
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Because You filled me with peace when chaos flowed through my veins. 

Because You showed me the light when there was only darkness. 

Because You gave me comfort when my voice cried out in pain. 

Because You reassured me when the doubts screamed in my head. 

Because You kept me going when there seemed nowhere to go. 

Because You sustained me with strength when weakness became all I knew. 

Because You came and stayed when everyone else turned around and left. 

Because You gave me a purpose when life seemed so pointless. 

Because You restored my happiness when life seemed to snatch it away. 

Because You filled this emptiness when the void echoed with loneliness. 

Because You helped me let it all go when I gripped the tightest to hold on. 

Because You showed me the beauty of life when the world showed me nothing but hate and corruption. 
Because You gave me a better life when the old one fought to come back. 

Because I am nothing without You, nothing but a hopeless being. 

Because only You could tear down my wall of pride and instead build it back up with love and humbleness, 
Because of all this, I give You my life Lord. I will put all my fears and failures in Your hands, my worries that 
consume me, my pain that destroys me. You were always there, even when I rejected You. 

Because of all You are, my life, Oh God, is Yours. 


Jacqueline Burciaga 


ge ord, bring me to my knees in dust, bow low my head, and hear my prayers! Though others sing of Your great 
grace, I still fall into every snare. 


Of all men, I’m by far the worst; my guilt cries to heaven above. How can You still have hope for me, who, seeing 
myself, with loathing fill? 


And yet how long You have carries me, a serpent, on Your loving breast - You have given me courage ever anew, 
my heart’s desire, and my mind’s rest. 


But I returned Your patient love with base betrayal; never lent a hand to guard You, care for You - put off remorse, 
would not repent. 
Poems and phymed prayers by Eberhard Arnold, Plough Publishing House (2007), p. 14. 


M y heart is wounded, O Master; my zeal for You has melted me away; my love for You has changed me; my utter 
devotion has bound me to You; let me be filled with Your flesh; let me be satiated with Your living and deifying 
blood; let me enjoy whatever is good; let me delight in Your divinity; let me become worthy to meet You as You 
come in glory, and let me be caught up by the clouds, in the air, together with all Your chosen ones, that I may 
praise, worship, and glorify You in thanksgiving and doxology, together with Your father who is without beginning, 
and Your all-holy, good and life-creating Spirit, now and ever and unto the ages of ages. 
St. John of Damascus (676 - 760) 
William G. Storey, Prayers of Christian Consolation Loyola Press (2008) 


W ait my Lord, wait my Beloved, don’t abandon me; let me be healed. How should I explain it to You, every 
sorrow seeded in me, slips away in Your presence. Let me hold You in my eyes, without speaking, let me talk to 
you. When You are with me, I keep on flowing like a stream, like a spring of water joining Your river of pure 
love. Far from You, sadness fills my dreams, and in the daytime, the beats of my heart are just misleading words. 
Without You, life is thirsty land. In You, my days pass within the blink of an eye. In Your presence, I tend to fly 
for all of my heavy sorrows slips away. 


Personal prayer 


Don't ignore my prayer, O Good Lord! Unworthy lips cry out to You, together with an impure heart and a soul 
defined by sins. Listen to me, O Lord, according to Your goodness. Confirm my heart in fear of You and set my 
feet on the rock of repentance. May Your goodness, O Lord, defeat my sinfulness. May the light of Your grace 
overcome the darkness that is in me. You, O Lord, Who did open the blind man’s eyes, open the darkened eyes of 
my heart. You Who did cleanse lepers with Your word, cleanse the stains of my soul. May Your grace, O Lord, be 
a fire in me, consuming my impure thoughts. You alone are good. You are the light that surpasses all light. You 
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are the joy that surpasses all pleasure. You are the peace that surpasses all peace. You are the true life. You are 
the Salvation that endures unto the ages. I, who deserve every punishment, who merit every kind of torture, fall 
before You, O Good One, with my supplication. I beg You, O Redeemer, let not the adversary size me in the end. 
But do You, O good and merciful Lord, raise up my members paralyzed by sin; enliven my soul slain by iniquity; 
enlighten my heart clouded by wicked lust; deliver me from every evil deed; implant in me Your perfect love, O 
Lord Jesus Christ, Savior of the world; and write the name of Your servant in the book of life; grant me a right 
end, that, having secured victory over the devil, I might bow down unashamed with all the righteous before the 
throne of Your Kingdom. 

St. Ephraim the Syrian 


N aked I saw You, O beauty of beauty! and I blinded my eyes for fear I should flinch. I heard Your music, O 
sweetness of sweetness! and I shut my ears for fear I should fail. I kissed Your lips, O sweetness of sweetness! 
and I hardened my heart for fear of my ruin. I blinded my eyes, and my ears | shut, I hardened my heart, and 
my love I quenched. I turned my back on the dream I had shaped and to this road before me, my face I turned. 
I set my face to the road here before me, to the work that I see, to the death that I shall meet. 

P. H. Pearse (1870-1916) 


W rat's wrong with me, Lord? Why can’t I change? Why do I keep dodging You, and why do You keep hounding 
me? I’ve tried to forget You, Lord, but You keep stalking me. You keep giving me hell inside. You won't give up on 
me. Why? Maybe that’s what love is all about. If You can love like that, Lord; if You can love someone as stubborn 
as me, then You must be God. And sooner or later, I’m bound to start loving You. Lord, don’t stop hounding me, 
even though it hurts my pride, deflates my ego, and sickens my soul. They say You are all-loving, Well You are. 
And if that means anything, it means You care about me. You have the power to change, reach, and make me over. 
Lord, never give up on me, even though I may have all but given up on You. 

Mark Link, Anthony M. Coniaris, The great I came’s of Jesus, Light & life Pub. 1980, pp. 41-42. 


G od be in my head and in my understanding. God be in my eyes and in my looking. God be in my mouth and in 
my speaking. God be in my tongue and in my tasting. God be in my lips and in my greeting. God be in my nose 
and in my smelling/inhaling. God be in my ears and in my hearing. God be in my neck and in my humbling. 
God be in my shoulders and in my bearing. God be in my back and in my standing. God be in my arms and in 
my reaching/receiving. God be in my hands and in my working. God be in my legs and in my walking. God be 
in my feet and in my grounding. God be in my knees and in my relating. God be in my gut and in my feeling. 
God be in my bowels and in my forgiving. God be in my loins and in my swiving. God be in my lungs and in my 
breathing. God be in my heart and in my loving. God be in my skin and in my touching. God be in my flesh and 
in my paining/pining. God be in my blood and in my living. God be in my bones and in my dying. God be at my 
end and at my reviving. 

Caroline Myss, Anatomy of the Spirit: The Seven Stages of Power and Healing. 


IF will seek out a place for myself in the midst of the city and sit still, with my hands folded. It will not trouble 
me to see the whole world busy with its thousand cares, for I will not heed it. With my hands folded I will sit still 
and meditate upon You. O, they will come to me and say, How can You sit there doing nothing? They will run to 
me and cry, Do You not see there are a thousand things to be accomplished ere the day is done and yet You have 
not stirred? To this I will have no answer ready. I will bear patiently their approaches and make no reply. Because 
they may not understand, why should I grieve them with a single word! To me it will merely seem that there is 
not need for hastening. All my life I have hastened, and what have I accomplished? All my years I have spend in 
pursuit of the next moment fleeting - and when have I found it? No, I will seek out a place for myself in the midst 
of the city, and meditate upon You with folded hands. 

Gustav Davidson, Robert Alter, The art of Biblical poetry, Basic books 2011, p. 77. 


MM y Lord Jesus Christ, may the water which flowed from Your wounded side and Heart wash me from all my 
sins. May it wash me yet more from those sins, the guilt of which has been forgiven but for which I have not yet 
done penance. May it cleanse me from my hidden sins; from sins of thought; from sins caused in others; from 
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sins of omission; from the stain of daily faults: faults of pride, faults of self-indulgence, faults of worldliness. And 
may it cleanse the souls of all that are in sin, and especially of those now in their agony. 


Flowers of Nazareth: A collection of devotions from approved sources 


© come and take me beneath Your wing, safe sheltered from all cares. Your breast shall be the refuge of my 
head, the hiding-place of my rejected prayers. 


In twilight’s hour of ruth, Bend down and hear the secret of my pain: They say that somewhere in the world is 
youth- Then where is mine? For I have sought in vain. 


Hear yet again, I pray. Consumed is my soul with inward fire; And somewhere in the world is love, they say- What 
is this love, to which all hearts aspire? 


The stars my gaze deceived. I had a dream, and now my dream has fled. I come with empty hands, of all bereaved, 
The last joy vanished and the last hope dead. 


O come and take me Beneath Your wing, safe sheltered from all cares. Your breast shall be the refuge of my head, 
The hiding-place of my rejected prayers. 
Hayyim Nahman Bialik (1873 - 1934) 


W ven the signs of age begin to mark my body (and still more when they touch my mind); when the ill that is 
to diminish me or carry me off strikes from without or is born within me; when the painful moment comes in 
which I suddenly awaken to the fact that I am ill or growing old; . . . in all those dark moments, O God, grant that 
I may understand that it is You (provided only my faith is strong enough) who are painfully parting the fibres 
of my being in order to penetrate to the very marrow of my substance and bear me away within Yourself. 

Pierre Teilhard de Chardin (1881 - 1955) 


The power of God guide me 
The might of God uphold me 
The wisdom of God teach me 
The eye of God watches over me 
The ear of God hear me 
The word of God speaks for me 
The hand of God protect me 
The way of God lies a road before me 
The shield of God shelter me 
The host of God defend me. 
Christ be with me Christ be before me Christ be behind me Christ be within me Christ be beneath me Christ be 
above me Christ be at my right Christ be at my left Christ be my breadth Christ be in my length Christ be in my 
height Christ be in the heart of every man who thinks of me Christ be in the mouth of every man who speaks to 
me Christ be in the eye of every man who sees me Christ is in the ear of every man who hears me. 
Breastplate of St. Patrick 


TZ each me Vour way of looking at people: 
as You glanced at Peter after his denial, as You penetrated the heart of the rich Young man and the hearts of Your 
disciples. I would like to meet You as You really are, 
since Your image changes those with whom You come into contact. Remember John the Baptist’s first meeting 
with You? 
And the centurion’s feeling of unworthiness? 
And the amazement of all those who saw miracles and other wonders? How You impressed Your disciples, the 
rabble in the Garden of Olives, Pilate and his wife and the centurion at the foot of the cross. I would like to hear 
and be impressed 
by Your manner of speaking, listening, for example, to Your discourse in the synagogue in Capharnaum or the 
Sermon on the Mount where Your audience felt You “taught as one who has authority’. 

Fr. Pedro Arrupe (1907 - 1991) 
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Like a flame that burns in silence, Like a perfume that rises straight upward without wavering my love goes to 
You. Like the child who does not reason and has no care, | entrust myself to You That Your will may be done, That 
Your Light may manifest, That Your Peace radiate, That Your Love covers the world. When You will it then I shall 
be in You. Between Yourself and me there will be no more distinction; I wait that blessed hour without impatience 
of any kind, letting myself flow irresistibly towards that moment as a peaceful stream flows toward the boundless 
ocean. Your Peace is in me, and in that Peace, I see You alone present in everything, with the calm of Eternity. 
The Mother, prayers and Meditation, Vol. 1, p. 11 (Simplified) 


Lead gently, Lord, and slow, for oh, my steps are weak, and ever as I go, some soothing sentence speak; That I 
may turn my face Through doubt’s obscurity toward Your abiding-place, even though I cannot see. For lo, the Way 
is dark; Through mist and cloud, I grope, Save for that fitful spark, The little flame of Hope. Lead gently, Lord, 
and slow, for fear that I may fall; I know not where to go unless I hear Your call. My fainting soul yearn for Your 
green hills afar; So let Your mercy burn - My greater, guiding star! 

Paul Laurance Dunbar, Springs of devotion, Ed. A. Wortman, Hallmark (1969) p. 59. 


C God, Holy above all thought, Holy past all vision, Holy beyond all bearing; how can we ask to look upon Your 
face, how could we stand in Your presence, how shall we abide the very thought of You? Yet, none can escape You; 
none shut You out, none live apart from You. Only our blindness hides You from me; our dullness passes You by, 
our forgetfulness keeps You out of mind. Unheeding we climb the mount where Your voice is uttered in thunder, 
and Your glance smites like lightning; none of me takes off his shoes, and none makes haste to veil his face. At 
the foot of a sorrowful cross, we sit down to play; we heed no breaking heart, we feel no drops of blood, we lift our 
eyes only to mock and rail. We stand before the judgment seat; the books are opened, the truth shines clear, an 
awful hand divides me on the right and on the left, yet still, we clasp our filthy rags about me, and make excuses to 
disguise our sins. Dare we pray that our eyes should be opened? Should we not be overwhelmed with fear, smitten 
with sorrow, humbled to the breaking of our hearts? Yet better far, O God, better far. 


WE. Orchard (1877-1955) 
Horton Davies, Communion of Saints: Prayers of the Famous, William B. Eerdmans Publishing Company (1990) p.10 


L ord, have mercy. Have mercy on my darkness, my weakness, my confusion. Have mercy on my infidelity, my 
cowardice, my turning about in circles, my wandering, my evasions. I do not ask anything but such mercy, always, 
in everything, mercy. Lord have mercy. Guide me, make me want again to be holy, to be a man of God even 
though in desperateness and confusion. I do not necessarily ask for clarity, a plain way, but only to go according 
to Your love, to follow Your mercy, to trust in Your mercy. 

Thomas Merton, Dialogues with Silence: Prayers & Drawings, HarperOne (2004), p. 121. 


OC my God, You wounded me with love, behold the wound that is still vibrating. O my God, Your fear has fallen 
upon me, behold the burn is there, and it throbs aloud. O my God, I have known that all is vile and that Your 
glory has stationed itself in me. Drown my soul in floods, floods of Your wine, mingle my life with the body of 
Your bread. Take my blood, that I have not poured out. Take my flesh unworthy of suffering. Take my brow that 
has only learned to blush, to be the footstool of Your adorable feet. Take my hands, because they have laboured 
not for coals of fire and for rare frankincense. Take my heart, that has beaten for vain things, to throb under the 
thorns of Calvary. Take my feet, frivolous travellers, that they may run to the crying of Your grace. Take my voice, 
a harsh and a lying noise, for the reproaches of Your Penitence. Take my eyes, luminaries of deceit, that they may 
be extinguished in the tears of prayer. Alas, God of pardon and promises, what is the pit of mine ingratitude! God 
of terror and God of holiness, alas, my sinfulness is a black abyss. Thou, God of peace, of joy and delight, all my 
tears, all my ignorances. You, O God, know all this, all this, how poor I am, poorer than any man. And what I 
have, my God, I give to You. 

Pual Verlaine (1844-1896) Adopted 


On, burning love! You have effaced Yourself and made Yourself the least of all so that | might be great. You have 
taken the form of a vile servant so that You mightet confer upon me a royal and divine beauty. When You took 
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my form, however, You did not make yourself so small that You didst in any way lessen aught of Your substance 
or take away from Your Godhead, but the depth of the humility of Your Incarnation constraints me to speak these 
difficult words. Oh, Incomprehensible One, who made himself comprehensible for me, On uncreated God, You 
made creature for me! Oh Unthinkable One, made conceivable for me! Oh Untouchable One, made so that I may 
touch you! Oh Lord, make me worthy to behold the depth of this charity that You communicated unto me in this 
Your most holy Incarnation! Oh happy fault (which came not of thee, however, but of God’s pity), unto whom it 
hath been permitted to show me the hidden depths of divine charity which had been concealed from me. And in 
very truth, a greater charity cannot be imagined. 

The book of divine consolation of the Blessed Angela of Foligno, p. 253 


Breathe on me, Breath of God; fill me with life anew, that I may love what You love, and do what would You do. 
Breathe on me, Breath of God; until my heart is pure, until with You I will one will, to do and to endure. Breathe 
on me, Breath of God, ill I am wholly Yours, till this earthly part of me glows with Vour fire divine. Breathe on 
me, Breath of God; so shall I never die, but live with You the prefect life of Yours eternity. 

Edwin Hatch (1835 - 1889) 


CO , Infinite amiableness! 

When shall I love You without bounds? 
Without coldness or interruption, 

which, oh so often, seize me here below? 


Let me never suffer any creature to be Your rival or share my heart with you; let me have no other God, 
no other love, but only you. 


Make me, O God! diligent and earnest in pleasing you; let me cheerfully discharge the most painful and costly 
duties; and forsake friends, riches, ease and life itself, rather than disobey you. 


O, crucified Jesus! in whom I live, 
and without whom I die; mortify in me all sensual desires; inflame my heart with Your holy love, that I may no 
longer esteem the vanities of this world, but place my affections entirely on you. 


Let my last breath, when my soul shall leave my body, breathe forth love to You, my God; I entered into life without 
acknowledging You, let me, therefore, finish it in loving you; O let the last act of life be love, remembering that 
You are love. 

Richard Allen (1787-1830) - Adopted 


iF ord, I am Yours, and I must belong to no one but You. My soul is Yours and must live only by You. My will is 
Yours and must love only for You. I must love You as my firSt. cause since I am from You. I must love You as my 
end and rest since I am for You. I must love You more than my being since my being subsists by You. I must love 
You more than myself since I am all Yours and all in You. 


St. Francis de Sales 


C Fternal Love: My soul desires and chooses You eternally. Ah, come, Holy Spirit: Inflame our hearts with Your 
love! To love or to die, to die and to love: to die to all other love in order to live to Jesus’ love, that we may not 
die eternally, but that, living in Your eternal love, O Savior of our souls, we may eternally sing: Blessed be Jesus, 
who lives and reigns forever! Amen. 


Saint Francis de Sales 


C eternal God, light surpassing all other light because all light comes forth from you! O fire surpassing every 
fire because You alone are the fire that burns without consuming! You consume whatever sin and selfishness You 
find in the soul. Yet Your consuming does not distress the soul but fattens her with insatiable love, for though You 
satisfy her she is never sated but longs for You constantly. The more she desires You the more she finds and enjoys 
You, high eternal fire, abyss of charity! 


Saint Catherine of Siena 
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x ord, my only Lord! I am yours, now and forever; and You are mine. You are strength, You are love, You alone 
are the Spirit. Lord, my redeemer, You are my death. In You I perish, in You I lose myself, in You I stay dead. 
In You I! arise, in You | breathe, in You I move, in You I am resurrected — in You | live. Lord, Your love alone 
redeems. Your love is everlasting, for Your love is pure. Your love is kind, for Your love is God. In Your love I 
cleanse myself. In Your love I strengthen myself. In Your love I remain free. Lord, You are spirit. In You I am 
alive. You are creative; in You I act. You are absolute. In You I live without being confined. In You I love without 
being restricted. In You I labor without being enslaved. In You I am master. In You I am spirit. In You I am 
strength. Lord, You are forgiveness — in You I am pure. You died for me. You sought me out. You are my life. In 
You, all is submerged — covered by Your death — and all is freely given. In You, I am in God. 

Poems and Rhymd prayers Plough Publishing House 2011, p. 76. 


eg ord, You are the Life that I want to live. You are the Light that I want to radiate. You are the Way that I want 
to follow. You are the Love with which I want to love. You are the Joy that I want to share. You are the Peace that 
I want to sow. Lord Jesus, You are everything to me. 


Personal prayer inspired by the words of Mother Teresa 


C You who is called love, give me love, that I may love You more than I love myself, and care not at all what 
I do with myself, so long as I am doing what is pleasing in Your sight. Grant me, O Father, though I dare not 
always call myself Your child, at least to be Your faithful little servant and the sheep of Your pasture. Speak to Your 
servant's heart sometimes so that Your consolations may give joy to my soul. And teach me to speak to You often 
in prayer. Take all my poverty and need, O Lord, my God and my Father. Pity my weakness, O my strength, and 
may it be to thy great glory that my feebleness continues to serve you. 

William of Saint Thierry 


W vere ever I turn my eyes around on earth or toward the skies I see You in the starry field, I see You in the 
harvest’s yield, In every breath, in every sound, an echo of Your name is found. The blade of grass, the simple 
flower, bear witness to Your matchless power. My every thought, Eternal God of Heaven, ascends to You, to whom 
all praise be given. 

Abraham Ibn Ezra 


oy ord, in the presence of Your love, I ask that You unite my work with Your great work, and bring it to fulfillment. 
Just as a drop of water, poured into a river, becomes one with the flowing waters, so may all I do become part of 
all that You do. So that those with whom I live and work may also be drawn to Your love. 

Gertrude of Helfta, Germany 1256-c.1302 


Ba would give my soul to see Your face, to gaze into Your blessed eyes. I sacrifice myself for the sake of love and 
cast myself into the flames of love’s passion. What sweet grace; I die so that I might live again. For while You slay 
me, Lord, it is so that I may live in You. 


Richard Crensgaw 


Fg am empty, Lord: fill me; sick with sorrow: heal me; blinded by worldly ways: show me. Like an earthly 
garden, Lord, I need You to tend me; like a garment worn and torn, mend me; like an empty cup, fill me till I 
overflow with Your loving goodness, Lord, so all the world may know that I was empty, Lord, and You filled me; 
Sick with sorrow, yet You healed me; Blinded with worldly ways, until You came to show me that the only way to 
peace, dear Lord, is to know You. 


Terry Tucker Francis, God’s work in our lives, p. 113. 


C Lord, who is the greatest and most true Light; Who is the Light that lightens every man that comes into this 
world; Who is the Light that knows no night or evening, but is always noonday most clear and fair, without whom 
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there is only darkness and death, by Whom all things are most splendent; O Wisdom of the eternal Father of 
mercies, let Your Light shine on our minds so that we may see only those things that please You and be blind to 
everything else. Grant that we may walk in Your ways this day and that nothing else may be light unto me. Lighten 
our eyes, Lord, that we sleep not in death, lest our enemy says, "I have prevailed against him "; for the sake of 
Jesus Christ, Your son our Lord. 

Christian Prayers, A.D. 1566. 


DB Imighty God, unto whom all hearts be open, all desires known, and from whom no secrets are hidden, cleanse 
the thoughts of our hearts by the inspiration of Your Holy Spirit, that we may perfectly love You, and worthily 
magnify Your holy Name; through Christ our Lord. Amen. 

Bishop Leofric, A.D. 1050; Book of Common Prayer, A.D. 1549 


OC my beloved, my beloved, my beloved! O dearest of all friends, O my one love! O spouse of my soul, flower 
of love! Spouse of my soul, sweeter than honey in the honey-comb! Ah, sweetness, sweetness, sweetness of my 
heart, life of my soul! O calm light of my inmost soul! O Lord, my God! O most holy Trinity, one God, brighter 
than light, giving all delight, feed me, feed me; feed my soul with Thy inflowing grace. I adore Thee; I praise 
Thee; I glorify Thee; for praise and honour are Thy due forever and ever. O my God and my all! O abyss most 
sweet, most worthy of love! O good, most simple and most joyful, my true and unchangeable good, fill me with 
Thyself. O my tenderly beloved, draw me into the most secret sanctuary of my soul, that I may find Thee there, 
and dwell with Thee, my Creator; that thou mayest find Thy delight in me. Oh, when, when will the happy day 
come, in which I shall perfectly find Thee? When shall I love Thee with ardent affection? When shall I be closely 
united to Thee? Oh when, when wilt Thou carry me away utterly into Thyself? When wilt Thou completely absorb 
me into Thyself? When wilt Thou unite me to Thyself in intimate union, without any medium between me and 
Thee? Remove, I beseech Thee, all hindrances, and make me one spirit with Thee, for the glory of Thy name. 
Hear me, O Lord; hear me; hear my prayer, not to gratify my will, but for Thy own good pleasure. Teach me, I 
beseech Thee; enlighten, direct, and help me in all things, that I may do nothing, speak nothing, think nothing, 
will nothing, except what will be pleasing in Thine eyes” 

A prayer of Blosius, the graces of interior prayer, A. Poulain, S. J. (1910) 


L ord, help me to face the truth about myself. Help me to hear my words as others hear them, to see my face 
as others see me; Let me be honest enough to recognize my impatience and conceit; Let me recognize my anger 
and selfishness; Give me sufficient humility to accept my own weakness for what they are. Give me the grace — at 
least in Your presence — to say. ‘I was wrong — forgive me.’ 

St. Polycarp 


Draw me after You! We will run in the fragrance of Your perfumes, O heavenly Spouse! I will run and not tire, 
until You bring me into the wine-cellar, until Your left hand is under my head and Your right hand will embrace 
me happily [and] You will kiss me with the happiest kiss of Your mouth. 

St. Clare of Assisi 


Let the desires and prayers of my heart sing jubilantly unto Thee, and Thy gifts of so many graces chant 
Thy praises. Let the groans and sighs of my sad sojourning on this earth sing jubilantly unto Thee, and let my 
expectation and patience bless Thee as I await my long- deferred hope which is Thyself, O my God. 

Saint Gertrude the Great (1256-1301) 


G ome, O Love, O God, Thou alone art all my love in verity. Thou art my dearest Salvation, all my hope and my 
joy, my supreme and surpassing Good. In the morning I will stand before Thee, my God, and will contemplate 
Thee, my dearest Love, because Thou art pure delightsomeness and sweetness eternal. Thou art the thirst of my 
heart; Thou art all the sufficiency of my spirit. The more I taste Thee, the more I hunger; the more I drink, the 
more I thirst. 
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Saint Gertrude the Great (1256-1301) 


OC Jesus, only begotten Son of the most high Father, splendor and figure of His substance, remember Thou didst 
commend Thy spirit to Thy Father, saying “Into Thy hands, O Lord, I commend my spirit!” And then, with lacerated 
body and broken heart, with a loud cry, the breasts of Thy mercy exposed, Thou didst expire to redeem me. By 
this precious death, I beseech Thee, O King of saints, comfort me to resist the devil, the world and the flesh and 
blood, that, dead to the world, I may live in Thee; and in the last hour of my departure, receive Thou my exiled 
wandering spirit as it returns to Thee. 

St. Birgitta of Sweden (1303-1373) 


CO Lord God, forgive me my sins for the sake of Thy bitter pain and for Thy love of the race of man. O Lord 
Jesus, Who was taken captive by enemies, have mercy upon me. O Lord Jesus, Who stoodest bound to the stake, 
have mercy upon me. O Lord Jesus, Who was without guilt and was judged by heartless men, have mercy upon 
me. O Lord Jesus, Thou Who was robbed of Thy garments, and clad in the raiment of mockery, have mercy upon 
me. O Lord Jesus Who was so cruelly tom that Thy bones could be seen and there was not a whole spot upon 
Thee, have mercy upon me. O Lord Jesus, Thou Who was stretched upon the Cross, as a bird of prey is stretched 
with nails upon the door of a barn, have mercy upon me. 

St. Birgitta of Sweden (1303-1373) 


M y God I’m here before thee I crumble into nothing before thee I adore thy greatness My need is immense 
Have pity on me Let thy spirit dwell in me Let the Holy Spirit live in me The love of the Father and the Son So 
that I may love thee and thou me. 


Raissa Maritain 


C You who created me, have pity on me. 


Raissa Maritain 


C Love, were I but love, And could I but love You, Love, with love! O Love, for love's sake, grant that I, Having 
become love, may know Love wholly as Love! 
Hadewijch of Belgium (Thirteenth Century) 


OC my beloved Christ, crucified by love, I wish to be a bride for Your heart; I wish to cover You with glory; I wish 
to love You... even unto death! 
Blessed Elizabeth ofthe Trinity 


HO oly Spirit, Goodness, Supreme Beauty! O You Whom I adore, O You Whom I love! Consume with Your divine 
flames This body and this heart and this soul! This spouse of the Trinity Who desires only Your will! 
Blessed Elizabeth ofthe Trinity 


Oh! Who will give me wings to fly to my Beloved! 


Blessed Mariam Baouardy 


A ord, my land is dry and parched: send Your dew. My flesh is falling off in rottenness, my feet can no longer 
support me, nor my hands move. My nerves are all on edge; my bones are wasted away, the marrow of my bones 
is like rotten smoke. The hairs of my head are stiff, all standing straight up and they prick me like needles. My 
ears are closed and so dull I cannot hear. My eyes are on fire, they no longer see the light My nose is all pinched; 
My tongue cleaves to my palate and can no longer utter a word to cry to You. My teeth are so locked the air can 
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no longer pass through and I am going to die. My lips are so tight closed that I can no longer move them to call 
You to my aid. Lord, send Your dew upon this sterile earth, and it will return to life. 


Blessed Mariam Baouardy 


CO eternal sweetness of my soul, Thou who alone art the Beloved of my heart, Thy face is all lovely and Thy 
Heart all inviting; but my thoughts, alas! go wandering far from Thee. Come, O God of my heart, gather together 
my scattered mental powers and fix them upon Thyself. O my Beloved, by the pure intention of Thy most holy 
thoughts and the ardent love of Thy transpierced Heart, wash away all the guilt of my evil thoughts and my sinful 
heart, that Thy most bitter passion may be my shady bower in death, and Thy Heart, broken by love, my everlasting 
dwelling place. 

St. Gertrude the Great 


OC Lord God, forgive me my sins for the sake of Thy bitter pain and for Thy love of the race of man. O Lord 
Jesus, Who was taken captive by enemies, have mercy upon me. O Lord Jesus, Who stoodest bound to the stake, 
have mercy upon me. O Lord Jesus, Who was without guilt and was judged by heartless men, have mercy upon 
me. O Lord Jesus, Thou Who was robbed of Thy garments, and clad in the raiment of mockery, have mercy upon 
me. O Lord Jesus Who was so cruelly tom that Thy bones could be seen and there was not a whole spot upon 
Thee, have mercy upon me. O Lord Jesus, Thou Who was stretched upon the Cross, as a bird of prey is stretched 
with nails upon the door of a barn, have mercy upon me. 

St. Birgitta of Sweden 


OC Jesus, most profound abyss of mercy, I beseech Thee by the depth of Thy wounds, which pierced Thy vitals and 
the marrow of Thy bones, raise me from the depth of sin in which I am plunged, and hide me in the hollow of 
Thy wounds, from the face of Thy wrath, till Thy anger pass away. 

St. Birgitta of Sweden 


CO Christ! Light Thou within my heart The Flame of Divine Love and Wisdom, that I may dwell forever in the 
radiance of Thy countenance 


Potent prayers 


Lord Christ! Thou art the source of my life, My light, my wisdom and my joy. Thou are the power which 
shall unfold My consciousness to realize Thy presence; Which shall unfold all my centers, That they may become 
avenues through which I can manifest Thy glory to the world. Unto Thee I dedicate my atoms, My service, my life, 
forevermore. 


Potent prayers 


C my loving Christ! Give me the wisdom to see and the patience to bear, and the power to overcome the dark 
side of all that I contact. O, my loving Christ! Give me the daily bread of my daily tasks. O my loving Christ! Fill 
me with Thy love, Fill and support me with Thy strength. Give me Thy guidance to lead me to the Light and give 
me the inner determination to conquer. 


Potent prayers 


HO elp me, O God our Saviour, so that I may love Thee and keep Thy commandments ; purge away my sins and 
deliver me from mine enemies for Thy name’s sake. 


East Syrian mystic writer, Dadisho’ Katraya 


G rant to me, O Lord, to spurn my life in Thy love, and to find myself dead to all the joys of this world. May Thy 
love separate me from the world and its conversation. Yea, O Lord, grant to me to spurn my life for the sake of 
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Thy love. Blessed is the one whom Thou hast rendered worthy, O God, to die for Thy love. 


East Syrian mystic writer, Abraham bar Dashandad 


G vant me, O Lord, I beg You, to despise my life for the sake of Your love! Grant me, O Lord, that my life be lost 
in the finding of Your love! I beg You, O Lord, to grant me to despise my life in Your love. Grant me, O Lord, to 
be conscious of Your love and not to grieve You by the slackness of my exercises. Grant me, O Lord, to wipe off 
the impurity of sin with my tears! Grant me, O Lord, to obliterate all intercourse, remembrance, cogitation and 
thought which does not please Your love, O Christ of all! 


East Syrian mystic writer, Abraham bar Dashandad 


Gi Love, divine Love, why do You lay siege to me? In a frenzy of love for me, You find no rest. From five sides 
You move against me, Hearing, sight, taste, touch, and scent. To come out is to be caught; I cannot hide from You. 
If I come out through sight I see Love Painted in every form and color, Inviting me to come to You, to dwell in 
You. If I leave through the door of hearing, What I hear points only to You, Lord; I cannot escape Love through 
this gate. If I come out through taste, every flavor proclaims: "Love, divine Love, hungering Love! You have caught 
me on Your hook, for You want to reign in me." If I leave through the door of scent I sense You in all creation; 
You have caught me And wounded me through that fragrance. If I come out through the sense of touch I find 
Your lineaments in every creature; To try to flee from You is madness. Love, I flee from You, afraid to give You 
my heart: I see that You make me one with Vou, I cease to be me and can no longer find myself. If I see evil in a 
man or defect or temptation, You fuse me with him, and make me suffer; 0 Love without limits, who is it You love? 
It is You, 0 Crucified Christ, Who take possession of me, Drawing me out of the sea to the shore; There | suffer to 
see Your wounded heart. Why did You endure the pain? So that I might be healed. 


Jacopone da Todi 


C God! so generous in the outpouring of Thy gifts! So flowing in Thy Love! So burning in Thy desire! So fervent 
in union! O Thou who doest rest on my heart Without whom I could no longer live! 
St. Mechtild of Magdeburg (1210-1297) 


G od, unto whom all hearts are open, unto whom all wills do speak, from whom no secret thing is hidden, I 
beseech thee so to cleanse the purpose of my heart with the unutterable gift of thy grace that I may perfectly love 
thee, and worthily praise thee. 


Book of common prayers 


OC my crucified God, behold me at Your feet; do not cast me out, now that I appear before You as a sinner. I have 
offended You exceedingly in the past, my Jesus, but it shall be so no longer. Before You, O Lord, I place all my 
sins; I have now considered Your own sufferings and see how great is the worth of that Precious Blood that flows 
from Your veins. O my God, at this hour close Your eyes to my want of merit, and since You have been pleased 
to die for my sins, grant me forgiveness for them all, that I may no longer feel the burden of my sins, for this 
burden, dear Jesus, oppresses me beyond measure. Assist me, my Jesus, for I desire to become good whatsoever it 
may cost; take away, destroy, utterly root out all that You find in me contrary to Your holy will. At the same time, | 
pray to You Lord Jesus, to enlighten me that I may be able to walk in Your holy light. Amen. 


St. Gemma Galgani 


M y God, I do not know what must come to me today. But I am certain that nothing can happen to me that You 
have not foreseen, decreed, and ordained from eternity. That is sufficient for me. I adore Your impenetrable and 
eternal designs, to which I submit with all my heart. I desire, I accept them all, and I unite my sacrifice to that of 
Jesus Christ, my divine Savior. I ask in his name and through his infinite merits, patience in my trials, and perfect 
and entire submission to all that comes to me by Your good pleasure. 

St. Joseph Pignatelli, S.J. 
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oe ord, I sell myself to You as a slave for three pieces of money: my pardon, Your love, and my perseverance. If 
this be too dear, take me for nothing, provided I belong to You forever. 
The Little Treasury of Leaflets 


M y Redeemer, redeem me, for I am yours: from you have I come forth. You are my mind: bring me forth! 
You are my treasure house: open for me! You are my fullness: take me to you! You are my repose: give me the 
perfection that cannot be grasped! 


Prayers from Nag Hammadi 


CO God the Father: Origin of divinity, Good beyond all that is good, Fair beyond all that is fair, ORIGEN In whom 
is calmness, peace, concord: Do thou make up The dissensions which divide me From each other, And bring me 
back Into the unity of love, Which to thy divine nature May bear some likeness. As thou art above all things, Make 
me one by the unanimity Of a good mind, That through the embrace of charity, And the bonds of godly affection 
We spiritually may be one, As well in ourselves As in each other, By that peace of thine Which maketh all things 
peaceful: Through the grace, The mercy, and the tenderness Of thine only begotten Son, Jesus, the Christ, our 
Lord. 

Pope Dionysius of Alexandria (200 - 265) 


Se ord, heavenly Father, You are my heart. Lord Jesus Christ, You are my body. Lord Holy Spirit, You are my 
breath. Lord, Holy Trinity, You are my only refuge and my eternal rest! 
Mechthild of Magdeburg 
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Be ord, I shall persevere in hunger and thirst in pursuing and in pleasure till that playful hour when from Your 
divine mouth the chosen words shall flow that are heard by no one but the soul alone that has stripped itself of 
the earth and puts her ear next to Your mouth. She, indeed, grasps the treasure of love! 

Mechthild of Magdeburg 


On Lord, Master and Physician of eternal health! Oh my God, for as much as by only showing forth to You, my 
infirmities, and diseases You have consented to heal me, and because, oh Lord, I am very sick and have no part in 
me that is not corrupt and defiled, I, wretched that I am, will show You, oh Lord, all mine infirmities and all the 
sins of all my members and of all the parts of my soul and body! 

The book of divine consolation of the Blessed Angela of Foligno, Cooper Square Publishers (1966), p. 214. 


J ust as I wish to love nothing more than You, my God, so I want fo live only for you. I offer You all my thoughts, 
all my words, all my actions, and all my daily sufferings; please bestow Your holy blessing upon them. 


St. Louis Marie Grignion de Montjort 


What ill or evil, Lord, can harm this joyous heart that You alone can charm? I love You more with every 
breath, So how can I fear life or death? To love You, Father, is to live and sing. The songs the angels sing their 
King. God alone in every cell of me! God alone! For all eternity! 


St. Louis Marie Grignion de Montfort 


G ome, O Love, O God, You alone are all my love in verity. You are my dearest Salvation, all my hope and my joy, 
my supreme and surpassing Good. In the morning I will stand before You, my God, and will contemplate You, my 
dearest Love, because You are pure delightsomeness and sweetness eternal. Thou art the thirst of my heart; Thou 
art all the sufficiency of my spirit. The more I taste You, the more I hunger; the more | drink, the more I thirst. 
St. Gertrude the Great 
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a ord, make my soul mirror You, Yourself alone to shine in me, that men may see Your love, Your grace. Nor 
note the glass that shows Your face. 
Blanche Mary Kelly 


Biess to me, O God, Each thing my eye sees; Bless to me, O God, Each sound my ear hears; Bless to me, O God, 
Each odor that goes to my nostrils; Bless to me, O God, Each taste that goes to my lips; Each note that goes to my 
song; Each ray that guides my way; Each thing that I pursue; Each lure that tempts my will; The zeal that seeks 
my living soul, The three that seek my heart. 


Carmina Gadelica 


IF am bending my knee In the eye of the Father who created me, In the eye of the Son who purchased me, In the 
eye of the Spirit who cleansed me, In friendship and affection. Through Your own Anointed One, O God, Bestow 
upon us fullness in our need, Love towards God, The affection of God, The smile of God, The wisdom of God, The 
grace of God, The fear of God, And the will of God To do on the world of the Three, As angels and saints Do in 
heaven; Each shade and light, Each day and night, Each time in kindness, Give Thou us Thy Spirit. 


Carmina Gadelica 


OC Jesus, Son of the living God, Light of Light, the true and perfect light, from whom this light of the sun and 
the day had their beginning: You, the Light shining in darkness, enlightening everyone that comes into the world! 
Expel from me all clouds of ignorance, and give me true understanding, that in You and by You I may know the 
Father: whom to know is to live, and to serve is to reign. 

Henry Vaughan, I will lift up mine eyes, by B. Bishop, Hallmark (1968) p. 32. 


C God, You made me. You redeemed me. You helped me. O God, my God and my all, without You I am nothing, 
less than nothing, a rebel to Your love, a despiser of Your grace. O God, have pity upon me a sinner; grant me a 
new vision of Your love and of Your will for me: give me stillness in my soul that | may know You and love You, 
and grand me strength to do Your will, O God, my all. 

Gilbert Shaw, A pilgrim’s book of prayers, Fairacres Publishing (1945) p. 53. 


Even if I go blind I will still see You. Even if I become deaf, I will hear You. Take away my feet and I will still 
make my way to You. Take away my arms, and | will still embrace You. Make my heart stop, and my mind will 
take up its beat. Consume me with fire and every drop of my blood will become ablaze. 

Rainer Maria Rilke, From ‘The Essential Mystics, Poets, Saints, and Sages’ by R. Hooper, Apple Books. 


Jesus Christ, may Your death be my life And in Your dying may I learn how to live. May Your struggles be my 
rest, Your human weakness my courage, Your embarrassment my honour, Your passion my delight, Your sadness 
my joy, In Your humiliation may I be exalted. In a word, may I find all my blessings in Your trials. 

Blessed Peter Faber, S.J. 


My life is an instant, a fleeting hour. My life is a moment, which swiftly escapes me. O my God, You know that 
on earth I have only today to love you. 


St. Thérse of Lisieux 


IF , a sinful human being, lament and confess to God all the sins of which I am guilty in God’s eyes. I confess 
and lament all the good works that I did not perform. I confess and lament those “sins I committed when I did 
not know what sin was.39 I confess and lament those much worse sins I committed knowingly and maliciously and 
actively and out of vanity. 
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Have mercy on me, 0 Lord, for I am truly sorry for them; and give me, Lord, complete certainty that You have 
forgiven me for all of them. Otherwise, I can find no joy in living. Jesus, dearest Lover of mine, let me approach 
You in true sorrow and with deep love for You in my heart, and never let me grow cold, so that I constantly feel 
Your intense love in my heart and in my soul and in my five senses and in all my members. Then I can never 
grow cold. 

The Flowing Light of the Godhead Mechtild of Magdeburg 


& e born in me Incarnate Love take my flesh and blood and give me Your humanity; take my eyes and give me 
Your vision; take my mind and give me Your pure thought; take my feet and set them in Your path; take my hands 
and fold them in Your prayer; take my heart and give it Your will to Love. 


Caryll Houselander (Personalized) 


ae ight of the intellect, enlighten me; Divine Fire of hearts, inflame me; Fullness of souls, fill me; Lord of Grace 
and Life, vivify me; In this vale of suffering, guide me; From stumbles and falls, deliver me; With Your Divine 
Gifts, enrich me; With Your presence console me; By Your Divine Operations, sanctify me; In my Jesus, transform 
me; And unto Your glory bear me; that having been faithful upon Earth, I may be Eternally happy in Heaven, in 
perfect reflection of Your love. 

Father Felix of Jesus, Manual of prayers to the Holy Ghost (1941), p. 43. 


Gi Jesus, hidden God, I cry to you; O Jesus, hidden Light, I turn to you; O Jesus, hidden Love, I run to you; with 
all the strength I have I worship you; with all the love I have I cling to you; with all my soul I long to be with You, 
and fear no more to fail or fall from you. O Jesus, deathless Love, who seek me, You who did die for longing love 
of me, You King, in all Your beauty, come to me, white-robed, blood-sprinkled, Jesus, come to me, and go no more, 
dear Lord, away from me. My soul is dark away from You, my own, My eyes are dim in seeking You, my own; 
My flesh does pine away for You, my own; My heart leaps up with joy to You, my own; My spirit faints receiving 
You, my own. Where in the height of heaven is light like you? Where in the breadth of heaven is bliss like you? 
Where in the depth of heaven is peace like you? Where in the home of love is love like you? With all my heart, 
I give myself to You, waiting to wait, O King and Spouse, for You till I am one forever with you. O sweetest Jesus, 
bring me home to you; free me, O God, from all but You, And all the chains that keep me back from you; Call me, 
O thrilling Love, I follow you; You are my All, and I love nothing but you. O hidden Love, who now are loving 
me; O wounded Love, who once was dead for me, O patient Love, who weariest not of me O bear with me till I 
am lost in you; O bear with me till I am found in you. 


Father Rawes, Flowers of Nazareth: Devotions from approved sources, pp 502 - 503. 


Like a flame that burns in silence, Like a perfume that rises straight upward without wavering my love goes to 
you. Like the child who does not reason and has no care, I entrust myself to You That Your will may be done, That 
Your Light may manifest, That Your Peace radiate, That Your Love covers the world. When You will it then I shall 
be in you. Between yourself and me there will be no more distinction; I wait that blessed hour without impatience 
of any kind, letting myself flow irresistibly towards that moment as a peaceful stream flows toward the boundless 
ocean. Your Peace is in me, and in that Peace, I see You alone present in everything, with the calm of Eternity. 
The Mother, prayers and Meditation, Vol. 1, p. 11 (Simplified). 


Gi God, my God and my all, without thee I am nothing, less than nothing, a rebel to thy love, a despiser of thy 
grace. O God have pity on me a sinner; grant me a new vision of thy love and of thy will for me; give me a 
stillness in my soul that I may know thee and love thee, and grant me strength to do thy will, O my God, my all. 

Gilbert Shaw 


Lord, it is my chief complaint, That my love is weak and faint; Yet I love Thee and adore, Oh for grace to love 
Thee more. 


William Cowper 


613. 


614. 


615. 


616. 


617. 


618. 


619. 


134 


x ord, How do I love thee? Let me count the ways. I love thee to the depth and breadth and height my soul can 
reach, when feeling out of sight for the ends of being and of ideal grace. I love thee to the level of every day’s 
most quiet need, by sun and candle-light. I love thee purely, as they turn from praise. I love thee with a passion 
put to use in my old griefs, and with my childhood faith. I love thee with a love I seemed to lose with my lost 
saints - I love thee with the breath, smiles, tears, of all my life! And, God, if thou dost choose I shall love thee 
better after death. 

Elizabeth Browning 


Box et my heart be free from every unworthy thing that I may be free to love thee, my Lord God, with all my heart 
and soul and with all my strength. Free me from such narrow-mindedness as would make me set my affections 
upon anything apart from thee, O thou, who art the only true Lover and true Lord of all. When I love anything 
for the reason that it is from thee, then do I truly love thee, in that I love it for thy sake, for thou alone hast. every 
claim over it for our good. Our service of thee, what else is it but a working out of thy loving salvation? Thou 
didst first show me love to win our love, not needing it, but solely because we cannot become what thou wouldSt. 
have me be unless we love thee. 

William of Saint Thierry 


Y ou who are love itself give me the grace of love, give me yourself, so that all my days may finally empty into 
the one day of Your eternal life. 
Karl Rahner 


MM y God, I love You with my whole heart and soul, and above all things, because You are infinitely good and 
perfect, and most worthy of all my love; and for Your sake I love my neighbour as myself. Mercifully grant, O my 
God, that having loved You on earth, I may love and enjoy You for ever in heaven. Amen 


Traditional Prayer 


C God, I love Thee, I love Thee - Not out of hope of heaven for me Nor fearing not to love and be In the 
everlasting burning. Thou, Thou, my Jesus, after me Didst reach Thine arms out dying, For my sake sufferedst 
nails and lance, Mocked and marred countenance, Sorrows passing number, Sweat and care and cumber, Yea and 
death, and this for me, And Thou couldst see me sinning: Then I, why should not I love Thee, Jesus, so much in 
love with me? Not for heaven’s sake; not to be Out of hell by loving Thee; Not for any gains I see; But just the 
way that Thou didst me I do love and I will love Thee: What must I love Thee, Lord, for then? For being my king 
and God. Amen 

Gerard Manley Hopkins 


C God, father of mercies, save me from this hell within me. | acknowledge, I adore, I bless thee, whose throne 
is in heaven, with thy blessed Son and crucified Jesus, and thy Holy Spirit, and also though thou slay me, yet will I 
trust in thee: but I cannot think thou canst hate and reject a poor soul that desires to love thee, and cleave to thee, 
so long" as I can hold by the skirts of thy garment until thou violently shake me off, which I am confident thou 
wouldst not do, because thou art love and goodness itself, and thy mercies endure forever. 

Robert Leighton, Archbishop of Glasgow 


2g ord, Thou see I desire nothing but Thyself; all the corners of my heart stand open in Thy sight; Thou see if 
there be any other desire or expectation but to please Thee; and if there be any such thing in me, | pray Thee 
discover it to me, and through Thy grace it shall lodge no longer. My heart is Thine alone, it is consecrated to 
Thee; and if any thing would profane Thy temple, if it will not go forth by fair warning, let it be scourged out by 
Thy rod, yea by any rod whatsoever it pleaseth Thee to choose. 

Robert Leighton, Archbishop of Glasgow 


620. 


621. 


622. 


623. 


624. 


135 


FP ather, I abandon myself into Your hands; do with me what You will. Whatever You do I thank you. I am ready 
for all, I accept all. Let only Your will be done in me, as in all Your creatures, I ask no more than this, my Lord. 
Into Your hands I commend my soul; I offer it to You, O Lord, with all the love of my heart, for I love You, my 
God, and so need to give myself, to surrender myself into Your hands, without reserve and with total confidence, 
for You are my Father. 

Charles de Foucauld (1858-1916) 


G o deeper into me, Lord Jesus; Yes, deeper every day, Till Thou hast conquered me, Lord Jesus; Go deeper all the 
way. Go deeper into me, Lord Jesus; Search all the secret springs Of thought and action, words and feelings, Of 
great and little things. Go deeper into me, Lord Jesus, Cleanse all the hidden part, Where pride, or touchiness, or 
temper, May lurk within my heart. Go deeper into me, Lord Jesus, Till Thou canst really rise, Out of the depths 
of this my being, Through Thy great Sacrifice. As Thou doest rise in me, Lord Jesus, The life shall be Thine own, 
Till o’er my humbled broken spirit Thou reignest on Thy throne. 

E. E. B. Rogers 


C God of the impossible! Since all things are to Thee But soil in which Omnipotence Can work almightily, Each 
trial may to me become The means that will display How o’er what seems impossible Our God hath perfect sway! 
The very storms that beat upon. Our little barque so frail,. But manifest thy power to quell. All forces that assail. 
The things that are to me too hard,. The foes that are too strong,. Are just the very ones that may. Awake a triumph 
song. O God of the impossible, When we no hope can see, Grant me the faith that still believes all possible to 
Thee! 


Author Unknown 


KH oly Spirit, my light, my life, my love, my strength, be with me now, and always: in all my doubts, perplexities 
and trials, Come, Holy Spirit; in hours of loneliness, weariness and grief, Come, Holy Spirit; in failure and in loss, 
in disappointment, Come, Holy Spirit; when others fail me, when I fail myself, Come, Holy Spirit; when I am ill, 
unable to work, depressed, Come, Holy Spirit; now, and forever, and in all things, Come, Holy Spirit. 


Author Unknown 


OC Lord, I place myself in Your hands and dedicate myself to you. 
I pledge myself to do Your will in all things: 

To love You with all my heart, all my soul, all my strength. 
Not to kill, not to steal, not to covet, not to bear false witness, to honor all persons. 
Not to do to another what I would not wish done to myself. 
To chastise the body. Not to seek after pleasures. 

To love fasting. 

To relieve the poor. 

To clothe the naked. 

To visit the sick. 

To bury the dead. 

To help in trouble. 

To console the sorrowing. 

To hold myself aloof from worldly ways. 

To prefer nothing to the love of Christ. 

Not to give way to anger. 

Not to foster a desire for revenge. 

Not to entertain deceit in the heart. 

Not to make a false peace. Not to forsake charity. 

Not to swear, lest I swear falsely. 

To speak the truth with heart and tongue. 

Not to return evil for evil. 
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To do no injury: even to bear patiently any injury done to me. 
To love my enemies. 

Not to curse those who curse me, but rather to bless them. 
To bear persecution for justice’ sake. 

Not to be proud. 

Not to be given to intoxicating drink. 

Not to be an overeater. 

Not to be lazy. 

Not to be slothful. 

Not to be a murmured. 

Not to be a detractor. 

To put my trust in God. 

To refer the good I see in myself to God. 

To refer any evil in myself to myself. 

To fear the day of judgement. 

To be in dread of hell. 

To desire eternal life with spiritual longing. 

To keep death before my eyes daily. 

To keep constant watch over my actions. 

To remember that God sees me everywhere. 

To call upon Christ for defense against evil thoughts that arises in my heart. 
To guard my tongue against wicked speech. 

To avoid much speaking. 

To avoid idle talk. 

Not to seek to appear clever. 

To read only what is good to read. 

To pray often. 

To ask forgiveness daily for my sins, and to seek ways to amend my life. 
No to desire to be thought holy, but to seek holiness. 

To fulfill the commandments of God by good works. 

To love chastity. 

To hate no one. 

Not to be jealous or envious of anyone. 

Not to love strife. 

Not to love pride. 

To honor the aged. 

To pray for my enemies. 

To make peace after a quarrel, before the setting of the sun. 
Never to despair of Your mercy, O God of Mercy. 


St. Benedict, The rule of St. Benedict, The Liturgical Press (2001), pp. 33-37 


625. 0 Jesus, my Redeemer, cast me not away from thy face, as I have deserved! I am indeed a sinner, but I am grieved 
from the bottom of my heart for having offended thy infinite goodness. Hitherto I have despised thee, but now 
I love thee above all things. Henceforth, thou alone shalt be my only good, my only love. Have pity on a sinner 
who penitently casts himself at thy feet and desires to love thee. If I have grievously offended thee, I now ardently 
desire to love thee. What would have become of me, if thou hadst called me out of life, when I had lost thy grace 

and favour: Since thou, O Lord, hast shown so much mercy to me, grant me grace to become a saint. 
Blessed Alphhonsus Liguori 


626. iA ord, I desire to love thee; here is my heart, and lest it fly out, lay hold on it, and take thine own way with it; 
though it should be in a painful way, yet draw it forth, yea draw it that it may run after thee. 
Robert Leighton, Archbishop of Glasgow 


627. C God, the Father of our Lord God and Saviour Jesus Christ, Lord, whose Name is great, whose nature is blissful, 
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whose goodness is in exhaustible, God and Master of all things, who are blessed forever; who sit on the Cherubim, 
and are glorified by the Seraphim; before whom stand thousands of thousands and ten thousand times ten thousand, 
the hosts of holy Angels and Archangels; sanctify, O Lord, my soul and body and spirit, and touch my apprehension 
and search out my conscience, and cast out of me every evil thought, every base desire, all envy, pride, and 
hypocrisy, all falsehood, all deceit, all worldly anxiety, all covetousness, vainglory, sloth, all malice, all wrath, all 
anger, all remembrance of injuries, all blasphemy, and every motion of the flesh and spirit that is contrary to Your 
holy will. And grant, O Lord, the Lover of men, with freedom, without condemnation, with a pure heart and an 
enlightened soul, without the confusion of face and with sanctified lips, boldly to call upon You, our holy God and 
Father who are in heaven. 
A prayer from the Liturgy of St. James (Personalized) 
The liturgies of SS. Mark, James, Clement, Chrysostom, and Basil, and the Church of Malabar (1859). 


MM y dear Lord Jesus! Draw to Yourself all the power of my soul; inflame and animate my heart with Your most 
pure and ardent love. I ask of You, Lord, no earthly treasure, no worldly goods or glory. I beg only the riches of 
Your pure love that in all things I may seek You alone, win You alone, be contented with You alone who are my 
all. O love of my God! the life of my soul, the centre of my affections; to You, I consecrate all my actions, to You 
I dedicate unreservedly all my desires, all my labours, all I am and all I have; in fine, my whole being. May I 
not live one moment but to love You my God; may I not even breathe but to glorify You. 

Manual of the Sisters of charity; a collection of prayers (1875) p. 332 (Simplified) 


gL should like to speak with You, my God, and yet what else can I speak of but you? Indeed, could anything at 
all exist which had not been present with You from all eternity, which didn’t have its true home and most intimate 
explanation in Your mind and heart? Isn’t everything I ever say really a statement about you? On the other hand, 
if I try, shyly and hesitantly, to speak to You about yourself You will still be hearing about me. For what could I say 
about you except that You are my God, The God of my beginning and end, God of my joy and my need, God of my 
life? 

Karl Rahner (1904 - 1984) 


MM ay everything in this my being be directed to Your glory and may I never despair. For I am under Your hand, 
and in You is all power and goodness. 
Dag Hammarskjold (1905-1961) 


De ord, hallowed be Your name, not mine, Your kingdom come, not mine, Your will be done, not mine. 
Dag Hammarskjold (1905-1961) 


KH ave mercy on us. Have mercy on all our efforts, that we before You, in love and faith, righteousness and 
humility, may follow You, with self denial, steadfastness and courage, and meet You in the silence. 


Give us a pure heart that we may see You, a humble heart that we may hear You, a heart of love that we may serve 
You, a heart of faith that we may love You. 
Dag Hammarskjold (1905-1961) 


Y ou take the pen, and the lines dance. You take the flute and the notes shimmer. You take the brush, and the 
colors sing. So all things have meaning and beauty in that space beyond time where you are. How, then, can I 
hold back anything from you? 

Dag Hammarskjold (1905-1961) 


-S erene light shining in the ground of my being, draw me to yourself. Draw me past the snares of the senses, 
out of the mazes of the mind. Free me from symbols, from words, that I may discover the signified, the Word 
unspoken in the darkness that fills the ground of my being. 
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Byzantine prayer 


Fe pirit of the Living God, be the Gardener of my soul. For so long I have been waiting, silent and still experiencing 
a winter of the soul. But now, in the strong name of Jesus Christ, I dare to ask: Clear away the dead growth of the 
past, Break up the hard clods of custom and routine, Stir in the rich compost of vision and challenge, Bury deep 
in my soul the implanted Word, Cultivate and water and tend my heart, Until new life buds and opens and flowers. 

Richard J. Foster, Prayers from the Heart, HarperOne (1994) 


G lean out, O God, the inner stream of my life: all the duplicity, all the avarice, all the falsity. Search out, O Lord, 
the hidden motives of my life: all the conceit, all the anger, all the fear. Root out, divine Master, the destructive 
actions of my life: all the manipulation, all the scheming, all the guile. May the operations of faith, hope and love 
increase in everything I am and in everything I do. 

Richard J. Foster, Prayers from the Heart, HarperOne (1994) 


J esus! Only-begotten Son and Lamb of God the Father Thou didst give the wine-blood of thy Body to buy me 
from the grave. My Christ! My Christ! My shield, my encircler. Each day, each night, each light, each dark, Be 
near me, uphold me, my treasure, my triumph. In my lying, in my standing, in my walking, in my sleeping. Jesus, 
Son of Mary! my helper, my encircler Jesus, Son of David! my strength everlasting. 


Alexander-Carmichael 


G ome, now, to me, You whom my soul has desired, and desires still. Come, now, solitary One, the solitary God, for 
I am alone, as surely Your eyes can see. Come, now, to me, You who’ve made me alone, despised and abandoned 
in Your world. Come, now, to me, sole desire of my life, You who have strengthened my yearning for You, the 
like of which has never been seen. Come, now, to me, my breath, my very life, come, now, O solace of my 
soul. Come, now, to me, sole beauty or joy that I’ve ever known in my life. You have no place to hide, for Your 
glorious Presence fills all worlds. You have no place to hide, for what sort of place could contain You? But what ten 
thousands of ten thousands worlds can’t contain, the human heart can hold. Let, now, my heart be a place open to 
You. Let, now, my heart be Your palace of holiness. Come, now, into Your royal palace. Come, now, into my heart. 
Dwell within me, and I within You. Please do not separate from me, even for a moment, all of the days of my life. 


And when the day of my death shall arrive, let me remain within You, O life of all life, You who rule over all. 
Symeon the New Theologian 


MM y beloved Father, desire of my soul! You have sent me into this world. What have You sent me for? Surely to 
bear Your message! Teach me, beloved Father, what I am supposed to do this day and every day to fulfill Your will. 
What should I be saying to people - all of them my brothers and Your children? What should I be doing - right 
now and at all times - to make my life pure and holy, as You desire? My Father, my Heart! Grant me all those 
sublime lights and all that contains them. May I have the brilliance of soul, bodily health, clarity of mind, and clear 
awareness - all the abilities and powers needed to do that with which You have entrusted me. And You, holy souls 
of each generation! You who have fulfilled God’s will throughout Your lives, in holiness and purity, accompany me 
on my path! Help me in my actions! Pray with me and be with me in all the good I seek to do. Light of lights! 
Soul of all souls! Send me all those holy souls who are close to my own soul-root! Let them hold fast to me, and I 


to them. Raise me all up and carry me on the wings of endless love. 
Yiddish and Hebrew writer: Hillel Zeitlin (1871-1942) 


My God! My God! Why have You forsaken me? O, why are You so far from me, and from the word of my 


roaring? Give me Christ, or else I die. 
Charles Haddon Spurgeon 


Y ou who wept and shed tears of sorrow over Lazarus, accept my bitter tears. May my passions be allayed by 
Your Passion; may my wounds be healed by Your wounds, my blood be blended with Your blood, and the lifegiving 
fragrance of Your holy body be mingled with my body. May the bitter drink that was given to You by Your enemies 
soothe my soul, which has been made to drink wormwood by the evil one. May Your body, which was stretched 
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out on the tree, stretch my mind out to You, for it has been shrunken by demons. May Your head which was 
bowed down upon the cross lift up my head, which has been buffeted by impure men. May Your pure hands, which 
were transfixed with nails by unbelievers, draw me up to You from the abyss of evil, as Your mouth has promised. 
May Your face, which has received spit of derision from accursed men, cleanse my face, which has become odious 
through its sins. May Your soul, which on the cross You committed to Your Father, bring me up to You by Your 


grace. 
John the Venerable 


Brian E. Colless, The Wisdom of the Pearlers - An Anthology of Syriac Christian Mysticism, Cistercian Publications 2008. p. 153 


Y ou are his food and his drink; You are his joy and his exultation; You are his clothing and by your glory his 
nakedness is covered. You are his dwelling and his resting place, and he always enters You for shelter. You are 
his sun and his day, and it is in your light that he sees hidden things. You are the father who begot him, and like 
a child he calls You Father. You have placed the spirit of your son in his heart, who has given him the confidence 
to ask You for everything that is yours, as a son to his father. He is in your company all the time, since he knows 


no father apart from you. 
John the Venerable 


Brian E. Colless, The Wisdom of the Pearlers - An Anthology of Syriac Christian Mysticism, Cistercian Publications 2008. p. 165 


KO elp me not to settle for what I have, for what comes too easily to my heart, but to seek in every passing moment 
the more You have promised. O beauty ever ancient, ever new, You are never twice the same. You are always a 


surprise to the heart that is ready for you. I am ready for more of You, O Lord, my Love. 
John Kirvan, God hunger, Sorin Books (1999), p. 95. 


KH eal me, O Lord, from pride and haughtiness, from vanity and love of glory, from flattery, hypocrisy, and 
vengefulness, from anger and indignation, from envy and hatred, from judging anyone, from evil and from all sin. 
Heal me by Your mercy for my heart and my bones are in throes from the multitude of my transgressions. For 
who is my Savior if not You, O Lord for all hidden things are manifest to You; there is nothing hidden before Your 
power. Come, O Lord, look upon my sickened soul. Set Your hand upon me and heal me, saying, “Rise up, take 


Your pallet and walk” upon the path of the life of righteousness. 
St. Ephrem the Syrian 
Edward G. Mathews Jr., The Armenian Prayers attributed to Ephrem the Syrian, Gorgias Press (2014) 


Gi Lord, who are free of malice, Do not despise me on account of my many evil deeds; Rather, turn back to me 
and turn all my desires towards You, To love You alone with all my heart. Decrease, O Lord, the torments of 
my flesh and increase in me the graces of Your Holy Spirit that I may become a temple and a dwelling place for 
Your divine will,27 that I may love You with insatiable love and that I may hate every desire and love of this world 


through which transgression and corruption have come into my soul. 
St. Ephrem the Syrian 
Edward G. Mathews Jr., The Armenian Prayers attributed to Ephrem the Syrian, Gorgias Press (2014) 


6 ome after me, O Lord, who have escaped from You. Make great haste, catch and seize me, who have rebelled 


against the sound of Your voice, and put me in the prison house of Your inescapable love. 
St. Ephrem the Syrian 
Edward G. Mathews Jr., The Armenian Prayers attributed to Ephrem the Syrian, Gorgias Press (2014) 


M ay You raise me up, O Lord, for I am drowning in the depths of my sin, May You bear me up into the light of 
Your commandments. May You call me to You for I am far from You, May You forgive my deeds of wantonness83. 
May You give strength to me who trust in You, and give comfort to me who turn to You. May You catch me for I 


have slipped the bond of Your commandments, May You fasten me onto the yoke of Your love. 
St. Ephrem the Syrian 


Edward G. Mathews Jr., The Armenian Prayers attributed to Ephrem the Syrian, Gorgias Press (2014) 


SF have sinned against You, O Lord, I have sinned, for I have transgressed Your commandments. | have gone out 
from the light of life, and I have entered into the darkness of sin. In my desire for impurity I have gone far from 
Your love. I am overtaken by evil and I have become a child of perdition. Have mercy on me, a great sinner, O 
Beneficent One, for You alone are the Lover of mankind. 


Have mercy on me, O Lord of life Who forgives our sins, Who fulfills our petitions, Who breaks our bonds, Who 
distributes gifts, and Who gives out all graces. 
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Lead me, O Lord, into mourning and lamentation over my sins, for I am overburdened with my unrighteousness 
and am sated with my filthy thoughts. Be very forgiving to me whom You never chastised in the flesh. Now I 
am shuddering and trembling lest such evils remain in me. I pray to You, O beneficent Lord: Do not summon 
me to Your throne, or hand me over to torment, Rather, save me from the fires of Gehenna.96 Deliver me from 


punishments and have mercy on me, for You alone are the Lover of mankind. 
St. Ephrem the Syrian 
Edward G. Mathews Jr., The Armenian Prayers attributed to Ephrem the Syrian, Gorgias Press (2014) 


Turn me towards Your teaching, for I sought to turn myself away, but I saw that I was impoverishing myself, 
because the soul can only be rich through commerce with you... . 

Whenever I have meditated on you I have received from You a treasure; and wherever I have contemplated you a 
spring has flowed from You, and I have drawn as much as | was able... . 

Your spring, O Lord, is hidden from anyone who does not thirst for you; and Your treasure room is empty for 
anyone who hates you; love is the treasurer of Your celestial treasure. 

When I withdraw from Your company, Your beauty arouses my desire; and when I am in the presence of Your 
majesty, Your glory fills me with fear; whether I withdraw or approach, I am conquered in every way... . 

I meditated, and I spoke of You, without comprehending you; then I was overcome, and | fell silent, without losing 


you; I became lost in You, and speechless. Glory to You, hidden Being. 
St. Ephrem the Syrian 
Brian E. Colless, The Wisdom of the Pearlers - An Anthology of Syriac Christian Mysticism, Cistercian Publications 2008 


ed ee, O Lord, my tribulations and the afflictions of my soul, for I am burdened by my many sins. Return, grant 
pardon and lead me back to You, for You said, “Return to Me and I will return to you.” Have mercy on me for I 
am languishing; Help me for I am so wretched, Shine on me for I am so dark Guide me for I have gone astray; I 
am filled with sins and uncountable transgressions, I am floundering and tossed about in torrents of iniquity. But I 
take refuge in You, Reach out Your hand to me as You did to Peter. I call upon You to justify me as You did that 
tax-collector; Pardon my transgressions as You did those of the thief. Open to me the gate to the Way of Life, and 
bring me into the royal bridal-chamber. 
St. Ephrem the Syrian 
Edward G. Mathews, The Armenian Prayers attributed to Ephrem the Syrian, Piscataway, NJ, meA: Gorgias Press, 2014. P. 14 


Q ecrease, O Lord, the torments of my flesh and increase in me the graces of Your Holy Spirit that I may become 

a temple and a dwelling place for Your divine will,27 that I may love You with insatiable love and that I may hate 
every desire and love of this world through which transgression and corruption have come into my soul. 

St. Ephrem the Syrian 

Edward G. Mathews, The Armenian Prayers attributed to Ephrem the Syrian, Piscataway, NJ, meA: Gorgias Press, 2014. 


a pread, O Lord, Your grace over every inch of my limbs; Fill, O Lord, my flesh with courage and patience, my 
spirit with fear and trepidation, my heart with Your love and fidelity, my mind with Your light and wisdom, my 
thoughts with intelligence and knowledge, my feet to go on the paths of uprightness, my hands to put to the works 
of repentance, my mouth to sing psalms to You with continual praise, and my eyes with copious tears. Prepare my 
nostrils to smell the scent of knowledge in You, O Life, my ears to hear the voice of the Good News that says: “May 
all Your sins be forgiven you!” and “Today, salvation has come to this house.” 
St. Ephrem the Syrian 
Edward G. Mathews, The Armenian Prayers attributed to Ephrem the Syrian, Piscataway, NJ, meA: Gorgias Press, 2014. 


C Lord, God of might, I beseech You, You who are great and awesome, terrible and marvelous, uncreated and 
eternal, infinite and unfathomable, altogether unsearchable, incomprehensible and inconceivable, above all and in 
all blessed, praiseworthy and glorious, forgiving, merciful, and Lover of mankind. Because You alone are Father, 
all-powerful, and creator of all that has come to be, which You brought into being from non-being, and which 
You hold in constancy. Indeed You are the Lord, who are Lord of everything, and all creatures are governed 
by Your command. You are the helper and the keeper of everyone, You heal those who have been wounded by 
the adversary, You restore those who have fallen sick in their sins, You receive those who make confession and 
repent, and You pardon and cleanse the transgressions of sinners. Therefore, | who am exceedingly filled with 
sin, prostrate myself before You continuously, I beseech, entreat and beg from You forgiveness. Look upon me, O 
Savior, in Your love for mankind, and in Your clemency, receive me who am captive to the evil enemy. Incline, O 
Lord, to my entreaties and heal my soul wounded by the invisible arrows of Satan. Behold, O Lord, the tribulations 
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of Your servant, grant forgiveness for the innumerable transgressions that I have committed. Hear, O Lord, the 

voice of my laments and of my mournful supplications, for I am in need of Your grace and Your mercy. Forgive, 

O Lord, my many transgressions and my innumerable sins even unto the day Your judgement arrives. Remove 

from me the darkness of my lack of contrition which is widespread in my heart, and set [in its place] compunction. 
Urge me on to tears and to continual compunction and repentance. 

St. Ephrem the Syrian 

Edward G. Mathews, The Armenian Prayers attributed to Ephrem the Syrian, Piscataway, NJ, meA: Gorgias Press, 2014. 


FL pray to You, O Christ, Savior of the world. Look upon me and have mercy on me. Save me from the multitude 

of my iniquities, for I have disdained all the good things You have done for me since I was a child. Foolish and 

stupid as I am now, You fashioned me as a vessel filled with knowledge and wisdom. Multiply in me Your graces. 
Satisfy my hunger, quench my thirst, enlighten my darkened mind, and focus my thoughts from wandering. 

St. Ephrem the Syrian 

Edward G. Mathews, The Armenian Prayers attributed to Ephrem the Syrian, Piscataway, NJ, meA: Gorgias Press, 2014. 


OC my Lord Jesus Christ, show me Your mercy. O my Lord Jesus Clirist, have compassion upon my misery by Your 
mercy. O my Lord Jesus Christ, forgive all my transgressions by Your mercy. O my Lord Jesus Christ, keep me 
away from all evil desires and foul thoughts. O my Lord Jesus Christ, make me a faithful servant of Yours. O my 
Lord Jesus Christ, lead me to the haven of life. O Jesus my beloved, increase my faith, confirm me in hope, and 
kindle in my heart the fire of love. O Jesus, my beloved, adorn my soul with temperance, humility and patience, 
and my mind with knowledge, wisdom and perception. O Jesus, my beloved, fill me with Your love and the love 
of neighbor, for the sake of her whom You chose to be Your holy Mother, mid for the sake of all the holy fathers. 


St. Ephrem the Syrian 
Edward G. Mathews, The Armenian Prayers attributed to Ephrem the Syrian, Piscataway, NJ, meA: Gorgias Press, 2014. 


Turn me towards Your teaching, for I sought to turn myself away, but I saw that I was impoverishing myself, 
because the soul can only be rich through commerce with you... . 


Whenever I have meditated on you I have received from You a treasure; and wherever I have contemplated you a 
spring has flowed from You, and Ihave drawn as much as I was able. .. . 


Your spring, O Lord, is hidden from anyone who does not thirst for you; and Your treasure room is empty for, any 
one who hates you; love is the treasurer of Your celestial treasure. 


When I withdraw from Your company, Your beauty arouses my desire; and when I am in the presence of Your 
majesty, Your glory fills me with fear; whether I withdraw or approach, I am conquered, in every way... . 


I meditated, and I spoke of You, without comprehending you; then I was overcome, and | fell silent, without losing 
you; I became lost in You, and speechless. Glory to You, hidden Being. 


St. Ephrem the Syrian 
Brian E. Colless, ed., The Wisdom of the Pearlers An Anthology of Syriac Christian Mysticism, Cistercian Publications 2008. 


@ \ord of heaven and of earth, Ruler over death and life, Judge of the living and of the dead, O Christ God, hope 
and refuge of my spirit, to You I lay down my service, and I offer my adoration with praise. Listen, O giver of gifts, 
to my solicitations, You who alone are without sin, You who alone are holy and who give rest to the holy ones, 
You who alone are compassionate and merciful. Have mercy on me, O God, according to Your great mercy, and 
according to Your great clemency pardon my iniquity. O my creator, have mercy on me and bless me, show Your 
face to me and look kindly upon me. O my Life-giver, turn towards me, show me Your face, and remember me in 
Your kingdom. 


St. Ephrem the Syrian 
Brian E. Colless, ed., The Wisdom of the Pearlers An Anthology of Syriac Christian Mysticism, Cistercian Publications 2008. 


W venever I have meditated upon You I have acquired a veritable treasure from You; whatever aspect of You | 
have contemplated, a stream has flowed from You; there is no way I can contain it. Your fountain, Lord, is hidden 
from the person who does not thirst for You; Your treasury seems empty to the person who reject you. Love is the 
treasurer of Your heavenly treasure store. 


St. Ephrem the Syrian 
Sebastian Brock, The Luminous Eye: The Spiritual World Vision of Saint Ephrem, Cistercian Publications (1985) 
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C Word and Master of my life, take from me the spirit of sloth, despondency, lust of power, and idle talk; But 
grant rather the spirit of chastity, humility, patience, and love to Your servant. Yea, O Lord and King, grant me to 
see my own transgressions, and not to judge my brother; for blessed are You unto the ages of ages. 

St. Ephrem the Syrian 


C \ord and Master of my life, drive from me the spirit of indifference, despair, lust of power and idle chatter. 
Instead, bestow on me, Your servant, the spirit of chastity, humility, patience and love. Yes, O Lord and King, let me 
to see my own sins and not judge my brothers and sisters; for You are blessed, for ever and ever. Amen. Then, 
with a simple bow, the following is repeated four times: God, be merciful to me, a sinner. God, cleanse me of my 
sins and have mercy on me. I have sinned without number, forgive me, O Lord. 

St. Ephrem the Syrian 


MM ay my passions be allayed by Your Passion; may my wounds be healed by Your wounds, my blood be blended 
with Your blood, and the lifegiving fragrance of Your holy body be mingled with my body. May the bitter drink that 
was given to You by Your enemies soothe my soul, which has been made to drink wormwood by the evil one. May 
Your body, which was stretched out on the tree, stretch my mind out to You, for it has been shrunken by demons. 
May Your head which was bowed down upon the cross lift up my head, which has been buffeted by impure men. 
May Your pure hands, which were transfixed with nails by unbelievers, draw me up to You from the abyss of evil, 
as Your mouth has promised. May Your face, which has received spit of derision from accursed men, cleanse my 
face, which has become odious through its sins. May Your soul, which on the cross You committed to Your Father, 
bring me up to You by Your grace. 


John the Venerable 
Sebastian Brock, The Luminous Eye: The Spiritual World Vision of Saint Ephrem, Cistercian Publications (1985) 


IF nextinguishable Eye of Truth! Be my guide, I implore You, through the perplexing paths of my pilgrimage; for 
it is by You alone, and not by the false light of my own vision, of my own presumption, of my own self-love that 
prudence bids me desire to be conducted. I send forth the cry of helplessness towards you; and again and again I 


cry, Be my protector and my guide. 
Johnson Grant (1773-1844) 


Johnson Grant, God is love the most pure, London: J. Hatchard (1817). 


es esus, my Lord and my God, I adore you! With Magdalen, I kiss Your sacred feet. With John, the beloved 
disciple, let me rest upon Your Sacred Heart. I love You and desire to love You more and more. Speak to me 
and tell me what Thou wishes me to do. I am your servant, ready to follow You and willing to make any sacrifice 
for love of you. Establish Your kingdom firmly in my heart; crush out its self-love and pride. I give you thanks, 
O Lord, for condescending in Your goodness and love to give yourself to me - to me, so poor and miserable, so 


imperfect and unfaithful. 
Francis Xavier Lasance (1860-1946) 
Rev. F. X. Lasance, With God: A Book of Prayers and Reflections, New York: Benziger Bros (1911). 


wh hee will I love, my Strength, my Tower, Thee will I love, my Joy, my Crown, Thee will I love with all my power, 
In all Thy works, and Thee alone; Thee will I love, till the pure fire fill my whole soul with chaste desire. 


Ah, why did I so late Thee know, Thee, lovelier than the sons of men! Ah, why did I no sooner go to Thee, the 
only ease in pain! Ashamed, I sigh, and inly mourn, that I so late to Thee did turn. 


I thank Thee, uncreated Sun, that Thy bright beams on me have shined; I thank Thee, who hast overthrown my 
foes, and healed my wounded mind; I thank Thee, whose enlivening voice bids my freed heart in Thee rejoice. 


Uphold me in the doubtful race, Nor suffer me again to stray; Strengthen my feet with steady pace still to press 
forward in Thy way; My soul and flesh, O Lord of might, fill, satiate, with Thy heavenly light. 


Give to mine eyes refreshing tears, Give to my heart chaste, hallowed fires, Give to my soul, with filial fires, The 
love that all heaven’s host inspires; That all my powers, with all their might, In Thy sole glory may unite. 


Thee will I love, my Joy, my Crown, Thee will I love, my Lord, my God; Thee will I love, beneath Thy frown, Or 
smile, Thy sceptre, or Thy rod; What though my flesh and heart decay, Thee shall I love in endless day. 
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Johann Scheffler (1624 - 1677) 
A. W. Tozer, The Christian Book of Mystical Verses, Martino Publishing (2010) 


C divine presence, supreme fragrance, Show me the way to Your most precious nature That in Your wisdom You 
have sent my way To be seen and recognized as my own self; To be loved as my being beyond earthly manners; 
To be enjoyed in this new birth as happiness. To be owned in thy perfect wisdom. 

Preserve me from all separation, for You have raised me above myself; You have exalted my soul beyond the grasp 
of ego; You have sealed me with the seal of Your eternal image; Have made nothing more like yourself than a 
man in his soul. 

Teach me to live so that I may never want you; So as never to hinder the working of Your love-stream in me; So 
as never to lend myself to any outward pleasure without you; Nor occupy my mind with any creature other than 
you. 

You are that pure consciousness incomprehensible by ego, Inspiring the soul and raising her above entanglement 
So that she can do thy will only, O Eternal Wisdom; So that in grace she can be freed from all that comes uninvited. 
You have made the soul to suit yourself in her nature and her laws And she maintains she has no room for anyone 
but you. O Almighty! Most Merciful Creator! Dear Lord! Help me to overcome the pitfalls of my egoistic 
tendencies. 

Help me to believe, to hope, to love; to live and feel exactly as You will, And as much as You will and what You 
will. Lord, grant me The sorrow of the humble; a mind escaped from mortal body; To love, to laud and to behold 
You and cherish every act and thought that is toward you. 

Grant me a clear, sober and genuinely prayerful mind With real intuition of thy will, together with the love and 
joy Which make it easy to perform. Lord, grant me always modest progress Towards better things and never to 
backslide in any harmful way. 

And, O my Lord, condemn me not, as I deserve, to rely on my own powers or my human weakness and foolishness, 
But on Your good providence alone. Direct me Lord to the Good itself; Command my every thought and act to 
Your own liking. 

Make so happen that on my part, in me, Your will is always being done, and that I can be saved from evil and 
brought to the eternal life. Make me be one where thou are three in Person, in the essence of thy divine nature: 
Father, Son and Holy Ghost and the ever blessed almighty God. 


Meister Eckhart 
The Rank and Nature of the Soul’, in the translation of Miss C. de B. Evans, 1924 


OC almighty and merciful Creator and good Lord, be merciful to me for my poor sins, and help me that I may 
overcome all temptations and shameful lusts, and may be able to avoid utterly, in thought and deed, what Thou 
forbiddest, and give me grace to do and to hold all that Thou hast commanded. Help me to believe, to hope, and 
to love, and in every way to live as Thou willest, as much as Thou willest, and what Thou willest. 


Meister Eckhart 
Scott, W. Major, Aspects of Christian mysticism, New York, E.P. Dutton and Company (1907) 


C Lord, I am a shell full of dust, but animated with an invisible rational soul and made anew by an unseen power 
of grace; Yet 1 am no rare object of valuable price, but one that has nothing and is nothing, although chosen of thee 
from eternity, given to Christ, and born again; I am deeply convinced of the evil and misery of a sinful state, of the 
vanity of creatures, but also of the sufficiency of Christ. When thou wouldst guide me I control myself, When thou 
wouldst be sovereign, I rule myself. When thou wouldst take care of me I suffice myself. when I should depend 
on thy providing I supply myself, when I should submit to thy providence, I follow my will, when I should study, 
love, honour, trust thee, I serve myself; I fault and correct thy laws to suit myself, Instead of thee, I look to man’s 
approbation, and am, by nature, an idolater. Lord, it is my chief design to bring my heart back to thee. Convince 
me that I cannot be my own god, or make myself happy, nor my own Christ to restore my joy, nor my own Spirit 
to teach, guide, and rule me. . . . Then take me to the cross and leave me there. 


Meister Eckhart 
Arthur Bennett, ed., The Valley of Vision: A Collection of Puritan Prayers & Devotions, The Banner of Truth Trust, 2002. 


Gi Lord, take away the veil of passions that lies over my mind, and let Your holy light shine into my heart, so that 
my mind may enter into the interior of the outward ink-written text, and that with the enlightened eye of my soul 
I may behold the sacred mysteries that are hidden in Your Gospel. And by Your grace, Lord, grant that the thought 
of You shall not depart from my heart by night or by day. 


Joseph the Visionary 
Brian E. Colless, ed., The Wisdom of the Pearlers An Anthology of Syriac Christian Mysticism, Cistercian Publications 2008. 


669. 


670. 


671. 


672. 


675. 


674. 


675. 


144 


C \ord, deliver me from that grievous hour, by the losing of my life in this world for Your love! Grant me, O 
Lord, I beg You to despise my life for the sake of Your love! Grant me, O Lord that my life be lost in the finding 
of Your love! I beg You, O Lord, to grant me to despise my life in Your love. Grant me, O Lord, to be conscious of 
Your love and not to grieve You by the slackness of my exercises. Grant me, O Lord, to wipe off the impurity of 
sin with my tears! Grant me, O Most High Lord, to obliterate all intercourse, remembrance, cogitation and thought 
which does not please Your love, O Christ of all 


Joseph the Visionary 
Alphonse Mingana, ed., Early Christian Mystics, Gorgias Press 2012. 


G leanse my hidden mind with the hyssop of Your grace For I draw near to the holy of holies of Your mysteries 
Wash me from all my understanding of the flesh and may an understanding of the spirit be mingled with my soul 
Cause to reside in me a faith that perceives Your mysteries, so that I may perceive You as You are, and not as | 
am. Create in me eyes that I may see with Your eyes, what I cannot see with my own My every bodily image be 
wiped from my minds eye and may You alone be recognised before the eye of the mind. 


Joseph the Visionary 
Sebastian P. Brock, A Brief Outline of Syriac Literature, St. Ephrem Ecumenical Research Institute (2009). pp 233-234. 


G reate eyes in me, so that I may see with Your eyes, for I cannot see with my own eyes. Create in me a pure 
heart, so that Your holy power may reside within me, so that, through the power of Your Spirit, I may inhale Your 
salvation. Fashion in me, Lord, eyes within my eyes, so that with new eyes I may complete Your divine sacrifice. 
Wipe out from me all the signs of my bodily nature, and mark m me the sign of Your spiritual nature. May 1 draw 
near to You, and You alone be seen by me; may 1 not perceive whoever may be next to me, but may 1 walk in 
the house of prayer as though in heaven, and may I receive You who live in the highest heaven. May my body be 
sanctified by You, may my soul shine out for you. May my body be purified by You of every image and form here 
on earth, and may my thoughts be cleansed by You, and may my limbs be sanctified by you; may my understanding 
shine out, and may my mind be illumined by you. May my person become a holy temple for you; may I become 
aware in my whole being of Your majesty. 


Joseph the Visionary 
Sebastian P. Brock, A Brief Outline of Syriac Literature, St. Ephrem Ecumenical Research Institute (2009). p 235. 


C God, make my mind worthy to find delight in understanding the dispensation of Your beloved Son. O Lord, 
take away the veil of passions that lies over my mind, and let Your holy light shine into my heart, so that my mind 
may enter into the interior of the outward ink-written text, and that with the enlightened eye of my soul I may 
behold the sacred mysteries that are hidden in Your Gospel. And by Your grace, Lord, grant that the thought of 
You shall not depart from my heart by night or by day. 


Joseph the Visionary 
Brian E. Colless, The Wisdom of the Pearlers - An Anthology of Syriac Christian Mysticism, Cistercian Publications 2008 


C Lord our God, great, eternal, wonderful in glory, who keepest covenant and promise for those that love Thee 
with their whole heart, who art the life of all, the help of those that flee unto Thee, the hope of those who cry 
unto Thee. Cleanse us from our sins, and from every thought displeasing to Thy goodness, cleanse our souls and 
bodies, our hearts and consciences, that with a pure heart and a clear mind, with perfect love and calm hope, we 
may venture confidently and fearlessly to pray unto Thee, through Jesus Christ our Lord. 


Coptic Liturgy of S. Basil, A.D. 370 
S.F. Fox, A chain of prayer across the ages: forty centuries of prayer, 2000 B.C.-A.D. 1912, Toronto: Bell and Cockburn (1913) 


©, Our God, we believe in You, we hope in You, and we love You because You have created us, redeemed us, and 
sanctified us. Increase our faith, strengthen our hope, and deepen our love so that by giving ourselves wholly to 
Your will, we may serve You faithfully all the rest of our life. And finally, we pray that we may be found worthy 
through Your grace to inherit eternal life through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 


The Narrow Way, A.D. 1869 (Adopted) 
S.F. Fox, A chain of prayer across the ages: forty centuries of prayer, 2000 B.C.-A.D. 1912, Toronto: Bell and Cockburn (1913) 


TFT o You, O Lord, the only good one who does not remember evils, I confess my sins, I fall down before You, 
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unworthy as I am, crying out: “I have sinned, O Lord, I have sinned, and I am not worthy to look upon the height 
of heaven for the multitude of my iniquities.” But, my Lord, O Lord, grant me tears of compunction, You who alone 
are good and merciful, so that with them I may beg of You to cleanse me of all sin before the end; for frightful 
and terrible is the place that I must pass through when I have separated form this body, and a multitude of dark 
and inhuman demons awaits me, and there is no one to come to my help or deliver me; wherefore, I fall down 
before Your goodness: Do not deliver me up to those who wrong me, nor let my enemies triumph over me, O 
Good Lord, nor let them say: You have come into our hands and You have been delivered to us. Neither, O Lord, 
forget Your compassions, and do not render to me as my iniquities deserve, and do not turn Your countenance away 
from me; but, O Lord, chasten me, with mercy and compassion, and do not let my enemy rejoice over me, and 
bring to nothingness all his deeds. And grant me an unsullied way to You, O Good Lord, because, having sinned, I 
have not had recourse to any other physician, and have not stretched out my hands to a strange god. Therefore, 
do not reject my supplication, but hearken to me in Your goodness, and strengthen my heart in Your fear; and let 
Your grace be on us, O Lord, like a fire consuming the impure thoughts within me. For You, O Lord, are the Light 
above all lights, the Joy above all joy, the Repose above all repose, the True Life, and the Salvation that abides to 
the ages of ages. 


Akathist 


KH ear us, O never-failing Light, Lord our God, the Fountain of Light, the Light of Thine Angels, Principalities, 
Powers, and of all intelligent beings; who hast created the Light of Thy Saints. May our souls be lamps of Thine, 
kindled and illuminated by Thee. May they shine and burn with the truth and never go out in darkness and ashes. 
May the gloom of sins be cleared away, and the Light of perpetual faith abide within us. 


Mozarabic liturgy (sixth century) 


HE ave mercy upon us, O God, and again have mercy upon us; who, at all times and in every hour, in heaven and 
on earth, is worshiped and glorified. Christ our good Lord, the long- suffering, exceedingly merciful and extremely 
compassionate one; who loves the righteous and is merciful to the sinners of whom I am chief; who does not wish 
the death of a sinner but rather wishes that he repent and live; who calls all to salvation through the promise of 
blessings to come. Lord, accept our prayers at this hour and at every hour. Establish our way, and guide us to carry 
out Your commandments. Sanctify our soul. Cleanse our body. Straighten our thoughts. Purify our intentions. 
Heal our sickness. Forgive our sins. Deliver us from every destructive grief, distress, and heartache. Surround 
us with Your holy angels, who guide and guard within their camp, so we may attain the unity of faith and the 
knowledge of Your infinite and invisible glory. For You are the blessed God now and forever and from all ages to 
all ages. Amen. Ancient Coptic prayer 


Ancient Coptic prayer 


Be our Joy and Hope, our Strength and Life, our Shield and Shepherd, our Portion forever. For happy are we 
if we continue in the love in which loved us; holy are we when we love You unwaveringly. Therefore, You, whose 
name and essence is love, enkindle our hearts, enlighten our understandings, sanctify our wills, and fill all the 
thoughts of our hearts; for Jesus Christ's sake. 


Johann Arndt (1555-1621) 


C Lord Jesus Christ, who hast said, ask, and You shall receive; seek, and You shall find ; knock, and it shall be 
opened unto you: grant, we beseech thee, to our most humble supplications the gift of thy divine Love, that we may 
ever love thee with our whole hearts, and never cease from praising and glorifying thy Name. 


The Poor Man’s Manual of Devotions 


CO sweet Jesus, the God of my heart and the life of my soul, as the Hart pants after the fountains of water, so does 
my soul pant after thee, the fountain of life, and the ocean of all good. I am overjoyed at the hearing of these 
happy tidings, that I am to go into the house of our Lord; or rather, that our Lord is to come into my house and 
take up his abode with me. O, happy moment! when I shall be admitted to the embraces of the living God, for 
whom my poor soul languishes with love! O come, dear Jesus, and take full possession of my heart forever! I 
offer it to thee without reserve, I desire to consecrate it eternally to thee, I love thee with my whole soul, above all 
things; at least I desire so to love thee. It is nothing less than infinite love that brings thee to me; Oh, teach me to 
make a suitable return of love. 
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The Poor Man’s Manual of Devotions 


w 4 esus, grant me grace to fix my mind on You, especially in times of prayer, when I directly converse with You. 
Stop the fancies of my wandering head, the desires of my unstable heart, and suppress the power of my spiritual 
enemies, who endeavour at that time to draw my mind from heavenly thoughts to many vain imaginations. So 
shall I, with joy and gratitude, look on You as my deliverer from all the evils I have escaped and as my benefactor 
for all the good I have ever received or can hope for. I shall see that You are my only good and that all other 
things are but mean ordained by You, to make me fix my mind on You, to make me love You more, and by loving 
You, to be eternally happy. O beloved of my soul, take up all my thoughts here, that my eyes abstaining from all 
vain and hurtful sights, may become worthy to behold You face to face in Your glory forever. 


The Poor Man’s Manual of Devotions 


A s my soul bows to the ground I offer to You with all my bones and with all my heart the worship that befits 
You, O glorious God who dwells in ineffable silence. You have built for my renewal a tabernacle of love on earth 
where it is Your good pleasure to rest, a temple made of flesh and fashioned with the most holy sanctuary oil. Then 
You filled it with Your holy presence so that worship might be fulfilled in it, indicating the worship of the eternal 
persons of Your Trinity and revealing to the worlds which You had created in Your grace an ineffable mystery, a 
power which cannot be felt or grasped by any part of Your creation that has come into being. In wonder at it angelic 
beings are submerged in silence, awed at the dark cloud of this eternal mystery and at the flood of glory which 
issues from within this source of wonder, for it receives worship in the sphere of silence from every intelligence 
that has been sanctified and made worthy of you. 


Isaac of Nineveh 
Sebastian Brock, The Syriac fathers on prayer and the spiritual life, Cistercian Publications (1987) 


SF beseech You, O God, send me help from Your highest heavens so that I may keep afar from my heart every 
evil intention and every carnal wish. Do not cast me, Lord, from Your protection lest my adversary find me and 
trample upon me just as he desires, destroying me utterly. It is You who grants repentance and a sorrowing heart 
to the sinner who repents; in this way You ease his heart of the weight of sin that is laid upon it, thanks to the 
comfort which comes from sorrowing and from the gift of tears. 


Isaac of Nineveh 
Sebastian Brock, The Syriac fathers on prayer and the spiritual life, Cistercian Publications (1987) 


OC Mystery exalted beyond every word and beyond silence, who became human in order to renew us by means 
of voluntary union with the flesh, reveal to me the path by which I may be raised up to Your mysteries, travelling 
along a course that is clear and tranquil, free from the concerns of this world. Gather my mind into the silence of 
prayer, so that all my wandering thoughts may be silenced within me during that luminous converse of supplication 
and mystery-filled wonder. 


Isaac of Nineveh 
Sebastian Brock, The Syriac fathers on prayer and the spiritual life, Cistercian Publications (1987) 
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CO God my Father and Lord of my life; illumine Your lamp within me, place in me what belongs to You so that I 
may forget what belongs to myself. Cast upon me the constraint of wonder of You, so that the constraint of nature 
may be overpowered by it. Stir up within me the vision of Your Mysteries so that I may become aware of what was 
placed in me at holy baptism. You placed within me a Guide: may he show me Your glory at all times. 


Isaac of Nineveh 
Sebastian Brock, The Syriac fathers on prayer and the spiritual life, Cistercian Publications (1987) 


FL beg and beseech You, Lord, grant to all who have gone astray a true knowledge of You, so that each and every 
one may come to know Your glory. 


Isaac of Nineveh 
Sebastian Brock, The Syriac fathers on prayer and the spiritual life, Cistercian Publications (1987) 


G veate in me a pure heart so that Your holy power may reside within me, so that, through the power of Your 
Spirit I may in a spiritual fashion inhale Your salvation. 


Fashion in me, Lord, eyes within my eyes, so that with new eyes I may contemplate Your divine sacrifice. 
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Wipe out from me all the signs of my bodily nature, and mark in me the signs of Your spiritual nature. 


May I draw near to You, and You alone be seen by me: may I not perceive anything else that is next to me, but 
may I walk in the house of prayer as though in heaven, and may I receive You who live in the highest heaven. 


May my body be sanctified by You, may my soul shine out for you. 


May my body be purified by You of every image and form here on earth, and may my thoughts be cleansed by 
You, and my limbs be sanctified by you; may my understanding shine out, and may my mind be illumined by you. 


May my person become a holy temple for you; may I be aware in my whole being of Your majesty. May I become 
a womb for You in secret: then do You come and dwell in me by night and I will receive You openly, taking delight 
spiritually in the Holy of Holies of my thoughts. 


Isaac of Nineveh 
Sebastian Brock, The Syriac fathers on prayer and the spiritual life, Cistercian Publications (1987) 


OC Lord, my God, let my darkness be enlightened. 


Isaac of Nineveh 
Arent Jan Wensinck (Trans.), Isaac of Nineveh, Mystic Treatises, Amsterdam (1923) 


OC Lord, if we do not humble ourselves, thou ceasest not to humble us. 


Isaac of Nineveh 
Arent Jan Wensinck (Trans.), Isaac of Nineveh, Mystic Treatises, Amsterdam (1923) 


C Lord, fill my heart with life everlasting. 


Isaac of Nineveh 
Arent Jan Wensinck (Trans.), Isaac of Nineveh, Mystic Treatises, Amsterdam (1923) 


C Lord make me worthy of becoming dead to the intercourse with this world. 


Isaac of Nineveh 
Arent Jan Wensinck (Trans.), Isaac of Nineveh, Mystic Treatises, Amsterdam (1923) 


OC Lord, make me worthy of hating my life, for the sake of life in You. 


Isaac of Nineveh 
Arent Jan Wensinck (Trans.), Isaac of Nineveh, Mystic Treatises, Amsterdam (1923) 


C God, thou knowest that I have no more strength. 


Isaac of Nineveh 
Arent Jan Wensinck (Trans.), Isaac of Nineveh, Mystic Treatises, Amsterdam (1923) 


MM ake me worthy of knowing You, my Lord, then I shall love You too. 


Isaac of Nineveh 
Arent Jan Wensinck (Trans.), Isaac of Nineveh, Mystic Treatises, Amsterdam (1923) 


C Christ, who art the only strong one, blessed is the man whom thou supportest and in whose heart are the steps 
towards thee. Turn thou, o Lord, our face away from the world by desire of Thee, so that we see it as it is, without 
taking shadows for truth. Throw, o Lord, zeal into our heart before death comes, that at the time of our departure 
we may know for what purpose our entrance in and our departure from this world have served. Then, fulfilling 
the work to which we were called in accordance with thy aim in placing us in this life first, we shall hope, with 
a mind full of confidence, to receive the great things which, according to the promises of the scriptures, in the 
second creation are prepared by Thy love, things the recollection of which we preserve with mystic faith. 


Isaac of Nineveh 
Arent Jan Wensinck (Trans.), Isaac of Nineveh, Mystic Treatises, Amsterdam (1923) 


Deem me worthy, my Lord, to see in my soul Thy bounty, before I depart this would, that I may perceive in 
my self in that hour consolation, as have done those who in good hope have left this world. Open my heart, o 
God, through Thy grace and purify me from- the communion with sin ; and make level in my heart the way of 
repentance, my God and my Lord, my hope and my boast, my strong refuge, by whom my eyes receive light, and 
let me receive understanding by Thy truth. 
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Deem me worthy, O my Lord, to taste the delightful gift of repentance by which the soul is made free from the 
bondage of sin and the whole will of flesh and blood. 


Deem me worthy, O Lord, to taste this affection in which reposes the gift of pure prayer. 


Isaac of Nineveh 
Arent Jan Wensinck (Trans.), Isaac of Nineveh, Mystic Treatises, Amsterdam (1923) 


Y ou who are hidden and concealed within me, reveal within me Your hidden mystery; manifest to me Your 
beauty that is within me, O You who have built me as a temple for You to dwell in, cause the cloud of Your glory to 
overshadow inside Your temple, so that the ministers of Your sanctuary may cry out, in love for You, ‘holy’ as an 
utterance which burns in fire and spirit, in a sharp stirring which is commingled with wonder and astonishment, 


activated as a living movement by the power of Your being. 
John the Elder 


C God, make my mind worthy to find delight in understanding the dispensation of Your beloved Son. O Lord, 
take away the veil of passions that lies over my mind, and let Your holy light shine into my heart, so that my mind 
may enter into the interior of the outward ink-written text, and that with the enlightened eye of my soul I may 
behold the sacred mysteries that are hidden in Your Gospel. And by Your grace, Lord, grant that the thought of 


You shall not depart from my heart by night or by day. 
Joseph the Visionary 


HE ave mercy on me, O Lord, according to Your great mercy; and according to the multitude of Your compassions, 
blot out my transgression. Wash me still more from my iniquity, and cleanse me from my sin. For I acknowledge 
my iniquity, and my sin is ever before me. Against You only have I sinned, and done that which was evil in Your 
sight; that You may be justified in Your sayings, and may overcome when You are judged. For, behold, I was 
conceived in transgressions, and in my sins did my mother conceive me. For, behold, You have loved truth; the 
secret and hidden things of wisdom have You shown me. You shall sprinkle me with hyssop, and I shall be cleansed; 
You shall wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. You shall make me to hear joy and gladness; my bones, which 
have been humbled, shall exult. Turn away Your face from my sins, and blot out all my iniquities. Create in me a 
clean heart, O God, and renew a right spirit within me. Cast me not away from Your presence, and take not Your 
Holy Spirit from me. Restore to me the joy of Your salvation, and establish me by Your governing Spirit. I will 
teach transgressors Your ways, and the ungodly shall be converted to You. Deliver me from blood-guiltiness, O 
God, the God of my salvation: my tongue shall exult in Your righteousness. O Lord, You shall open my mouth, and 
my lips shall show forth Your praise. For if You had desired sacrifice, I would have given it; You will not delight 
in burnt-offerings. The sacrifice [acceptable] to God is a bruised spirit, a broken and a contrite heart God will not 


despise. 
From the Letter of Clement of Rome to the Corinthians 


MM ay Your Spirit, O Christ, make me holy! May Your Body, O Christ, give me life! May Your Blood, O Christ, 
give me drink! May water from Your side, O Christ, wash me clean! May Your sufferings, O Christ, give me 
strength! May Your wounds drop upon and refresh me! O Jesus, full of pity, hear me; leave me not, and remember 
me when You come into Your kingdom! Preserve me from the wiles of the wicked, and in the hour of death call 


me, and place me at Your side; that I may praise You with Your holy angels forever and ever. 
Prayers and thanksgivings for the holy communion, (1858) 


Sf trip me, O Lord God Eternal, of the unclean garments of loose thoughts with which Satan has covered me; 
and clothe me, I pray Thee, in the chosen vestments suited to the service of Your glory, and to the praise of Your 
holy Name. Clothe me, O Lord, with a robe incorruptible, and surround me with the power of Your Holy Spirit. 
Clothe me, O Lord, with the garment of salvation, and with a gown of rejoicing, and surround me with a cloak of 
safety. Clothe my neck, O Lord, with righteousness and cleanse my heart from all stain of sin. Compass my heart 
and mind, O Lord with the girdle of faith, quench in them all impure thoughts: and may the power of Your grace 
dwell in them evermore; for the sake of our Lord Jesus Christ, to whom belong glory, and power, and honour, 


now and ever, world without end. 
Prayers and thanksgivings for the holy communion (1858) 


W beg you, Lord, to help and defend us. Deliver the oppressed. Pity the insignificant. Raise the fallen. Show 
yourself to the needy. Heal the sick. Bring back those of your people who have gone astray. Feed the hungry. Lift 
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up the weak. Take off the prisoners’ chains. May every nation come to know that you alone are God, that Jesus is 
your Child, that we are your people, the sheep that you pasture. 


Clement of Rome 


M ake mea captive, Lord, and then I shall be free; Force me to render up my sword, and | shall conqueror be. 
I sink in life’s alarms When by myself I stand; Imprison me within Thine arms, And strong shall be my hand. 


George Matheson 
Alan Redpath, The Making of a Man of God: Lessons from the Life of David, Baker Publishing (2004) 


P raise to You, without whom everything is empty; 

praise to You, for apart from the praise of You, all praise is but idle. 

Praise to You, the One who magnifies, but it is You who are thereby praised, for You are the object of praise of 
everything. 

Praise to You, for You are the Light, and in You our souls have illumination. 

Praise to You who have allowed us to love you. Everything we have belongs to you; we possess nothing of our 
own, for everything has been given us by you. 

Praise to You, O Christ the true Light, for in You have our souls been illumined so that we have gained perception 
in our minds. In You we have been made worthy of You, in You we have found our lives, and in You we have been 
acquired by you. 

Praise to You, for in You we have been conjoined to You, and in you Your glorious Father has taken pleasure in us; 
in You we have peace with him. You nullified the fierce anger that Justice had decreed against us, annulling with 
Your own handwriting the document which Justice had threateningly inscribed concerning us. 

Praises be to You who gave us life in everything. Thanks be to You, O Lord of all, for You are true and immutable 
life, in whom our treasure will be preserved and not snatched away: our wealth will no longer be seized. Our life 
is provided for by Your care, and all kinds of wonderful assistance from You is proffered to us. It is by these means 
that You captivate humanity to the love of You, so that all may acquire You and You may acquire everyone. 

Praise to You who proclaimed and taught that we were to be acquired by You in love. 

Praise to You, Perfecter of everything, O Christ. 


John of Apamea 
Sebastian Brock, The Syriac fathers on prayer and the spiritual life, Cistercian Publications (1987) 


G vant us, Lord, to cling to You, not in our outward beings but in our hidden selves, and may we follow You until 
we behold Your face. For in this world, Lord, a person continues to follow after You as he becomes perfected, but 
in the New World You will manifest Your very face to him: then he will no longer be travelling after You, but will 
be with You in the Kingdom. 


John of Apamea 
Sebastian Brock, The Syriac fathers on prayer and the spiritual life, Cistercian Publications (1987) 


OC Christ, whose love has separated the saints from their kith and kin, and from a restful life with their fellowmen, 
and who has silenced in them the turmoil of the natural passions before the sweetness of Your love, grant to me, 0 
Lord, to spurn my life in Your love, and to find myself dead to all the joys of this world. May Your love separate me 
from the world and its conversation. Yea, O Lord, grant to me to spurn my life for the sake of Your love. Blessed 
is the one whom You have rendered worthy, 0 God, to die for Your love 


Abraham bar Dashandad 
Alphonse Mingana, ed., Early Christian Mystics, Gorgias Press 2012 


F amin thy sight, O Lord, a polluted person; sin, like a crust of leprosy, hath overspread me: I am a scandal to 
others, a shame to myself, a reproach to my relations, a burden to the earth, a spot in the church, and deserve to 
be rejected and scorned by thee. 


But this, O God, I cannot bear: it is just in thee to destroy me; but thou delights not in that: I am guilty of death, 
but thou lovest rather that I should live. 


O let the cry of thy son’s blood, who offers an eternal sacrifice to thee, speak on my behalf, and speak better things 
than the blood of Abel. 


My conscience does accuse me, the devils rejoice in my fall, and aggravate my crimes, already too great: and thy 
Holy Spirit is grieved by me. But my Saviour Jesus died for me; and thou pitiest me; and thy Holy Spirit still calls 
upon me, and I am willing to come; but I cannot come, nnless thou drawest me with the cords of love. 


708. 


709. 


710. 


150 


O draw me unto thee by the arguments of charity, by the endearments of thy mercies, by the order of thy providence, 
by the hope of thy promises, by the sense of thy comforts, by the conviction of my understanding, by the zeal and 
passion of holy affections, by an unreprovable faith, and an humble hope, by a religious fear, and an increasing 
love, by the obedience of precepts, and efficacy of holy example, by thy power and thy wisdom, by the love of thy 
Son, and the grace of thy Spirit. Draw me, O God; and I will run after thee, and the sweetnesses of thy precious 
ointments. 


I am not worthy, O Lord, I am not worthy to come into thy presence, much less to eat the flesh of the sacrificed 
Lamb. For my sins, O blessed Saviour Jesus, went along in confederation with the high priests, in treachery with 
Judas, in injustice with Pilate, in malice with the people. 


My sins and the Jews crucified thee; my hypocrisy was the kiss that betrayed thee; my covetous and ambitious 
desires were the thorns that pricked thy sacred head; my vanity was the knee that mocked thee; my lusts disrobed 
thee, and made thee naked to shame and cruel scourgings; my anger and malice, my peevishness and revenge, 
were the bitter gall which thou didst taste; my bitter words and cursed speaking, were the vinegar which thou didst 
drink; and my scarlet sins made for thee a purple robe of mockery and derision: and where shall I, vile wretch, 
appear, who have put my Lord to death, and exposed him to an open shame, and crucified the Lord of life? 


Where should I appear, but before my Saviour, who died for them that have murdered him, who hath loved them 
that hated him, who is the Saviour of his enemies, and the life of the dead, and the redemption of captives, and 
the advocate for sinners, and all that we do need, and all that we can desire? 


Grant, that in thy wounds I may find my safety—in thy stripes, my cure,—in thy pain, my peace,—in thy cross, my 
victory,-in thy resurrection, my triumph,—and a crown of righteousness in the glories of thy eternal kingdom. 
Amen. 

Jeremy Taylor, A selection from the prayers of Jeremy Taylor (1830) 


Betore Your eyes, O merciful Lord, we bring our crimes; before You, we expose the wounds of our bleeding 
souls. That which we suffer, is but little; but that which we deserve, is intolerable. We fear the punishment of our 
sins, but cease not pertinaciously to proceed in sinning. 


Our weakness is sometimes smitten with Your rod, but our iniquity is not changed; our grieved mind is troubled, 
but our stiff neck is not bended with the flexures of a holy obedience; our life spends in vanity and trouble, but 
amends itself in nothing. 


When thou smitest us, then we confess our sin; but when Your visitation is past, then we forget that we have wept. 
When thou stretcheSt. forth thy hand, then we promise to do our duty, but when thou takest off thy hand, we 
perform no promises. If thou strikest, we cry to thee to spare us; but when thou sparest, we again provoke thee to 
strike us. 


’Thus, O God, the guilty confess before thee; and unless thou givest us pardon, it is but juSt. that we perish. But, 
O Almighty God our Father, grant to us what we ask, even though we deserve it not; for thou madest us out of 
nothing, else we had not any power to ask.’—-Pardon us, O gracious Father, and take away all our sins, and destroy 
the work of the devil; and let the enemy have no part or portion in us; but acknowledge the work of thine own 
hand, the price of thine own blood, the sheep of thine own fold, the members of thine own body, the purchase of 
thine own inheritance; and make us to be what thou hast commanded; give unto us what thou hast designed for 
us; enable us for the work thou haSt. enjoined us, and bring us to the place which thou hast prepared for us by 
the blood of the everlasting covenant, and by the pains of the cross, and the glories of thy resurrection, O blessed 
and most glorious Saviour and Redeemer Jesus. Amen. 


Jeremy Taylor, A selection from the prayers of Jeremy Taylor (1830) 


C Lord, You have called me to open my hand, that You might fill it: but I would not open it; I held the world 
fast, and kept my hand shut, and would not let it go. But You alone can open it for me; not my hand only, but 
my mouth; not my mouth, but my heart also. Grant that I may know nothing but You, account all things a loss 
compared with You, and endeavor to be transformed to be like you. 


Jeremy Taylor, A selection from the prayers of Jeremy Taylor (1830) 


og ay on me no more than I am unable to bear. Let Your anger never rise against me, but Your rod gently correct 
my follies, and guide me in Your ways, and Your staff support me in all sufferings and changes. My sins have 
caused my sorrow, and my sorrow does not cure my sins: and unless for Your own name, and merely because Your 
are good, You shall pity and relieve me, I am as much without remedy as now I am without comfort Lord, pity me; 
let Your grace refresh my spirit. Let me never go my way, and let me only do what seems good in Your own eyes. 
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Jeremy Taylor, A selection from the prayers of Jeremy Taylor (1830) 


fF t is almost beyond me, my Lord, but I trust in Your mercy, for “even the dogs eat the crumbs that fall from 
their master’s table’. Call me a “dog”, O Lord, that I may walk along behind You. O Good Shepherd, seek for 
me for I have gone astray. O Good Jesus, my Captain, save me from the abundant waves of my sins, and settle 
me in a peaceful harbor. Give to me, O Lord, mourning and lamentation; Give strength to my flesh, soften my 
stony heart and recollect my mind to You. Wash away the multitude of my transgressions and grant me what is 
beneficial to me. Receive me and do not despise the groans of my heart. Give me wisdom, O Lord, and plant in 
my heart death and fear of You. Give light to my thoughts and give strength to my flesh that at every moment I 
may live steadfastly by Your command. Open, O Lord, the eyes of my heart, and enlighten them with Your Holy 
Spirit. Bestow upon me wholesome thoughts and a virtuous life, that I may make constant lament and, at every 
moment, stand before You undistracted, in fear and trembling. O Beneficent Lord and Lover of mankind, How am 
I to be set free from the multitude of my sins without suffering or patient endurance? In my flesh I am powerless 
and in my soul I am dark. Have mercy on me, O Lord and give me help just as You wish. 

Edward G. Mathews Jr., The Armenian Prayers attributed to Ephrem the Syrian, Gorgias Press (2014) 


Turn us back to You, 0 Lord, and we shall return; renew our days as of old ... Forgive us, our Father, for we 
have sinned against You. Blot out and remove our transgressions from before Your sight, for Your mercies are 
manifold ... Look at our affiiction, and champion our cause, and redeem us for the sake of Your Name ... Heal us, 
O Lord our God, of the pain of our hearts. Remove from us grief and sighing, and bring healing for our wounds. 

David Clark, The Lord’s Prayer. Origins and Early Interpretations, Brepols Publishers (2016) 


C most loving Jesus, I breathe towards You this sigh, drawn from the depth of my heart, begging You with all my 
might that You will deign yourself to work in me all my works, whether of the body or of the soul, to cleanse them 
all in Your sweetest Heart, and to offer them, in union with Your own most perfect works, to God the Father as an 
eternal thanksgiving. Amen. 

St. Mechtilde of helfta 


GF ood Lord, where are you? If You really, do exist, Why don’t You come out of hiding and do something about 
my distress? I am physically weary; I am mentally depressed; I am spiritually defeated. I can’t eat; I can’t sleep. 
I feel like garbage, discarded refuse in the back alley; as old newspaper shuffled around by the wind. I feel like 
some sort of zombie, some nonentity, some nothing, that people, if they acknowledge, would only curse. I eat crow 
and drink gall. I feel like You have tossed me aside as of some moth-eaten garment that no one could possibly 
want. But the prophets have proclaimed Your name, the Scriptures declare Your mercy, the old saints pass on Your 
promises. You do reign over our world, they say, You do show concern for the poor clods of this earth. Good Lord, 
prove it now, please! Look down, from wherever You are, on me who is wallowing in wretchedness. Deliver me, 
my heavenly Father, and set me free! For my comfort in Your everlastingness, in Your loving-understanding, and 
in Your merciful compassion. You, who have blessed the saints of the pasts can also care for Your servant in this 
fearful hour. Your years have no end, nor do the destinies of those who trust in You. 

Leslie F. Brandt, Good Lord, Where are You?, Concordia Publishing: Missouri (1967), pp.54-55. 


sy ord, Am | losing my mind? Or is this what You want? It would not matter, except that I am alone, I am alone. 
You have taken me far, Lord; trusting I followed You, And You walked by my side. And now, at night, in the 
middle of the desert, Suddenly You have disappeared. I call, and You do not answer. I search, I do not find you. 
I left everything, and now am left alone, Your absence is my suffering. Lord it is dark. Lord, are You here in my 
darkness? Where are You, Lord? Do You love me still? Or have I wearied you? Lord, answer, Answer. It is dark. 

Michel Quoist, Prayers, Sheed & Ward (1985), p. 140. 


ord, high and holy, meek and lowly, You have brought me to the valley of vision, where I live in the depths 
but see You in the heights; hemmed in by mountains of sin, I behold Your glory. Let me learn by paradox that the 
way down is the way up, that to be low is to be high, that the broken heart is the healed heart, that the contrite 
spirit is the rejoicing spirit, that the repenting soul is the victorious soul, that to have nothing is to possess all, that 
to bear the cross is to wear the crown, that to give is to receive, that the valley is the place of vision. Lord, in the 
daytime, stars can be seen from the deepest wells, and the deeper the wells, the brighter Your stars shine; let me 
find Your light in my darkness, Your life in my death, Your joy in my sorrow, Your grace in my sin, Your riches in 
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my poverty, Your glory in my valley. 
Arthur Bennett, The Valley of Vision: A Collection of Puritan Prayers & Devotions, Banner of Truth (1975) 


Gi pen my eyes, O lord, to the wonders of Your love. I am the blind on the road, heal my eyes, I want to see. 
Open my eyes, O lord, that grasp all things. The poor hungers before my door, teach me to share. 

Make me walk, O lord, however harsh the way. I want to follow You to the cross, come take me by the hand. 
Make me hear, O lord, all my brothers crying out to me. To their sufferings and their calls, let not my heart be 
deaf! 

Keep my faith, O lord, so many voices proclaim Your death! When evening comes, the day’s burden, O Lord, stay 


with me. 
M Scouarnec (CNPL) 


C our Saviour, grant us grace to love You in and above all Your gifts, and to love Your gifts because of You. 
C. G. Rossetti, The face of the deep (1895) p. 58 


TF each us, O Lord, to fear You without terror, and to trust You without misgiving, to fear You in love, until it please 


You that we shall love You without fear. 
C. G. Rossetti, The face of the deep (1895) p. 10 


eed ord, I believe Your word that the eye is not satisfied with seeing. Give us, I beseech You, grace to love You 
whom now we see not, and for Your sake to love all whom we see; and grant us one day to inherit the blessing of 
those who not having seen yet have believed and loved. 

C. G. Rossetti, The face of the deep (1895) p. 140 


MV one other Lamb, none other Name, none other hope in heaven or earth or sea, none other hiding place from 
guilt and shame, none besides You. My faith burns low; my hope burns low; only my heart's desire cries out in 
me by the deep thunder of its want and woe, cries out to You. Lord, You are life, though I dead, love’s fire You are 
however cold I will be: Nor heaven have I, nor place to lay my head, Nor home, but You. 

C. G. Rossetti, The face of the deep (1895) p. 176 


F vom worshipping and serving the creature more than the Creator, from striving to serve two masters, Deliver 
us, Lord Jesus. 


From laying up treasure for ourselves without being rich toward God, from laying up treasures on earth and not 
in heaven, Deliver us, Lord Jesus. 


From building on the sand and not on the rock; from gaining though it were the whole world and losing our own 
soul; Deliver us, Lord Jesus. 


From cleaving to anything apart from Thee; from loving anything incompatible with Thee; Deliver us, Lord Jesus. 


Until the day break and the shadows flee away, until we awake up after Thy likeness and are satisfied therewith; 
Deliver us, Lord Jesus. 
C. G. Rossetti, The face of the deep (1895) p. 186 


Tune me, O Lord, into one harmony with You, one full responsive vibrant chord; unto Your praise, all love and 
melody, tune me, O Lord. 
C. G. Rossetti, The face of the deep (1895) p. 489 


C Most Holy, Almighty, Eternal, Divine Spirit, Who are of one Authority and Dominion with the Father and the 
Son; set up Your throne in our hearts, indwell us, gather us into Your obedience, reign over us. You who are a 
Loving Spirit, ever willing to give Yourself to whoso will receive You, give Yourself to us, show Yourself to us more 
and more, and never withdraw Yourself from us. You who are Purity, purify us: who are Light, enlighten us: who 
are Fulness and Refreshment, make us Yours, keep us Yours, fill us, refresh us. You who love us grant us grace to 
love You. 

C. G. Rossetti, The face of the deep (1895) p. 522 
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SF have no wit, no words, no tears; My heart within me like a stone is numbed too much for hopes or fears. Look 
right, look left, I dwell alone; I lift mine eyes, but dimmed with grief no everlasting hills I see; My life is in the 
falling leaf: O Jesus, quicken me. My life is like a faded leaf, My harvest dwindled to a husk; Truly my life is void 
and brief and tedious in the barren dusk; My life is like a frozen thing, no bud nor greenness can I see: Yet rise 
it shall - the sap of Spring; O Jesus, rise in me. My life is like a broken bowl, a broken bowl that cannot hold one 
drop of water for my soul or cordial in the searching cold cast in the fire the perished thing, melt and remould it, 


till it be a royal cup for Him my King: O Jesus, drink of me. 
C. G. Rossetti 


G ome Lord! Come with me. See with my eyes. Hear with my ears. Think with my mind. Love with my heart 
— in all situations of my life. Work with my hands. Take, cleanse, possess, inhabit my will, my understanding, my 


love. Take me where you will, to do what you will, in your way. For where You are, there would Your servant be. 
Evelyn Underhill 


@ vant, I beseech You, O Lord, that I may love You with all my soul, with all my heart, with all my strength; O my 
only hope, my perfect glory, my refuge and solace; O my dearest of all friends, sweet spouse, flourishing spouse, 
sweeter than any honey, delight of my heart, life of my soul, joy of my spirit; O bright day of eternity, clear light 
of my bowels, paradise of my heart, original of all my good; O my chiefest strength, prepare, O Lord in my soul 
a delicious bed, that according to Your promise, there thou mayest dwell, and make Your mansion. Mortify in me 
whatsoever is displeasing to You, and make me a man according to Your own heart. Pierce the marrow of my soul, 
wound my heart with the darts of dear affection, and inebriate me with the wine of love. 

St. Peter of Alcantara (1499-1562) 


C Good Shepherd, who carries the whole flock on Your shoulders, where are You pasturing Your flock? Show 
me the place of peace, lead me to the good grass that will nourish me, call me by name so that I hear Your voice, 
Answer me, For You are the One my soul loves. I call You ‘the One my soul loves’ because Your name is above 
every name and above all understanding and no one can utter or comprehend it. How could I not love You, when 
You loved me so much? Even though I was stained dark with sin, You laid down Your life for the sheep of Your 
flock. A greater love cannot be imagined, than exchanging Your life for my freedom! Show me where You pasture 
Your flock, so that I can find that saving pasture too, and fill myself with the food of heaven without which no-one 
can come fo eternal life, and run to the spring and be filled with the drink of God. You give it, as from a spring, 
to those who thirst — water pouring from Your side, water that is a spring welling up to eternal life. If You lead me 
to pasture here, You will make me lie down at noon, sleeping at peace and taking my rest in light unconquered by 
any shade. For the noon has no darkness and the sun stands far above the mountain peaks. You bring Your flock 
to lie in this light, You bring Your children to rest in you. Show me how I should sleep and how I should graze, 
and where the path is to my noonday rest. Do not let me fall away from Your flock and become lost. O Good 
shepherd, Who carries the whole flock on Your shoulders. 

St. Gregory Of Nyssa (334 - 395) 


G onvince me, O thou blessed Spirit, of sin, of righteousness, and of judgment. Show me that I am undone, but 
that my help is found in God alone, in God through Christ, for whom alone he will extend compassion and help 
to me! According to Your peculiar office , ‘take of Christ, and show it unto me!’ Show me his power to save! Show 
me his willingness to exert that power! Teach my faith to behold him as extended on the cross with open arms, 
with a pierced, bleeding side, and so telling me, in the most forcible language, what room there is in his very heart 
for me! May I know what it is to have my whole heart subdued by love; so subdued as to be ‘crucified with him, 
as to be dead to sin, and dead to the world, ‘but alive unto God through Jesus Christ!’ 

H. Jennings, Love of God (1865) 


OC gracious Redeemer! I have already neglected You too long. I have too often injured you; have crucified You 
afresh by my guilt and impenitence, as if I had taken pleasure in putting You to an open shame. But my heart now 
bows itself before thee, in humble, unfeigned submission. I desire to make no terms with You but these that I may 
be entirely yours. Teach me, O Lord, what You want me to do! For I desire to learn the lesson , and to learn it that 
I may practise it. If it be more than my feeble powers can answer, You will, I hope, give me more strength ; and 
in that strength I will serve you. Oh, receive a soul which You have made willing to be yours! 

H. Jennings, Love of God (1865) 
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Permit me to address myself to You, with all the importunity of a perishing sinner who at length sees and knows 
there is salvation in no other but you. Permit me, Lord, to come and throw myself at Your feet, like a helpless 
outcast who has no shelter but in Your generous compassion; like one pursued by the avenger of blood, and seeking 
earnestly an admittance ‘into the city of refuge.’ I wait for the Lord: my soul waits; and in Your word do I hope. 
My soul confides in Your goodness, and adores it. I adore the patience which has borne with me so long, and the 
grace that now makes me heartily willing to be yours; yours on any terms. Oh, secure this treacherous heart to 
yourself! Oh, unite me to You by such inseparable bonds that none of the allurements of flesh and blood, none of 
the vanities of an ensnaring world, none of the solicitations of sinful companions, may draw me back from You, 
and plunge me into new guilt and ruin! "Be surety, O Lord, for Your servant for good, " that I may still keep my 
hold on You, and so on eternal life; till at length I know more fully, by joyful and everlasting experience, how 
perfect a Savior You are. 

H. Jennings, Love of God (1865) 


N se me, O Lord, I beseech thee, as an instrument for thy service! Number me among thy peculiar people! Let 
me be washed in the blood of thy dear Son! Let me be clothed with his righteousness! Let me be sanctified by his 
Spirit! Transform me more and more into his image! Impart to me, through him , all needful influences of thy 
purifying, cheering, and comforting Spirit! And let my life be spent under those influences , and in the light of thy 
gracious countenance, as my Father and my God! 

H. Jennings, Love of God (1865) 


G ome, Holy Ghost, inspire my song with thy immortal flame, and teach my heart, and teach my tongue, the 
Savior’s lovely name. The Savior! O what endless charms dwell in the blissful sound! Its influence every fear 
disarms, and spreads sweet comfort round. Here pardon, life, and joys divine in rich effusion flow, for guilty rebels 
lost by sin, and doom’d to endless woe. God’s only Son (stupendous grace!) Forsook his throne above; And, swift 
to save our wretched race, He flew on wings of love. The almighty Former of the skies Stoop’d to our vile abode; 
While angels view'd with wondering eyes and hailed the incarnate God. O the rich depths of love Divine! Of bliss 
a boundless store: Dear Savior, let me call thee mine: I cannot wish for more. On thee alone my hope relies, 
Beneath thy cross I fall; My Lord, my life, my sacrifice, my Savior, and my all. 

H. Jennings, Love of God (1865) 


A men, come, Lord Jesus! Come, for I long to have done with this low life; to have done with its burdens, its 
sorrows, and its snares! Come, for I long to ascend into Your presence, so that I may see the glory that You are 
holding above! 

H. Jennings, Love of God (1865) 


W vat 1 am to think about Your beauty, Jesus, and what I am to tell about You, I do not know. Or rather, I am not 
able. For I have no power to declare it, O Christ, who are at rest and only wise, who alone know what is in the 
heart, and understand the content of the thought. To You be glory, o merciful and tranquil one. To You glory, o 
wise word! Glory to Your compassion that was poured out upon us! Glory to Your pity that was spread out over 
us! Glory to Your greatness which for our sake became small. Glory to Your highest kingship which for our sake 
was humbled. Glory to Your strength which for our sakes was made weak. Glory to Your godhead which for our 
sake was seen in the likeness of men. Glory to Your manhood which for our sake died that it might make us live. 
Glory to Your resurrection from the dead, for through it rising and rest come to our souls. Glory and honour to 
Your ascent into the heavens, for through it You have shown us the ascent to the height, having promised us that 
we Shall sit on Your right hand and with You judge the twelve tribes of Israel. You are the heavenly Word of the 
Father. You are the hidden light of the understanding, he who shows the way of truth, pursuer of the darkness 
and obliterator of error. 

C. Leonhard and H. Lohr, Literature or Liturgy? Mohr Siebeck, Tiibingen, Germany (2014) 


M y Lord and my God, take me from all that keeps me from You. My Lord and my God, grant me all that leads 
me to You. My Lord and my God, take me from myself and give me completely to You. 
St. Nicholas of Flue (1417 - 1487) 


W ith tears of repentance, like the prodigal, I sigh like the publican; and perishing in my despondency, see how I 
cry to you: O God, be kind to me and have mercy on me! 
The prayers of the holy psalter 
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OC nly You, O Lord Jesus Christ our Master and God, can diagnose the illnesses of my soul, and only You know the 
cure for them. For the sake of Your tender kindness, heal my soul - for no medicine and no treatment has had any 
effect. You came to call sinners to repentance, O Lord, not the righteous, so pity me and show me mercy. Raise 
me up and destroy the record of my sins. Set me on the path of justice where I may follow the way of Your truth, 
leaving evil deeds behind, and arrive at Your frightening tribunal to stand acquitted, there to praise and glorify 
Your most holy name forever. 

The prayers of the holy psalter 


Q o not abandon me, O my God! The waves of life’s storms threaten to sink my soul, already beset with evil 
thoughts, like arrows from that evil thief. See how foolish I have been in what I have chosen: how I have confused 
my mind, hurling myself into the quicksand of lawlessness. Cleanse me, O Lover of mankind! Correct me, have 
mercy on me and save me who am constricted by my cravings and my helpless desperation. Spiritually, I am dead! 
Lift me onto Your own mount, and cany me along the road of salvation. Strengthen my legs to stand before You 
day and night and - with Your help - to seek You with all my heart, to praise You and glorify You all the days of 
my life, forever and ever. 

The prayers of the holy psalter 


Sf ord, You are my island; in Your bosom I rest. You are the calm of the sea; in that peace I stay. You are the 
deep waves of the shining ocean, with their eternal sound I sing. You are the song of the birds; in that tune is my 
joy. You are the smooth white strand of the shore; in You is no gloom. You are the breaking of the waves on the 
rock; Your praise is echoed in the swell. You are the Lord of my life. 

St. Columba of Iona (521 - 597) 


OLord, grant me that love which can never die, which will enkindle our lamps but not extinguish them, so that 
they may shine in me and bring light to others. Most dear Saviour, enkindle our lamps that they may shine forever 
in Your temple. May we receive unquenchable light from You so that our darkness will be illuminated and the 
darkness of the world will be made less. 

St. Columba of Iona (521 - 597) 


AC indle in my heart, O God, the flame of love that never ceases, that it may burn in me, giving light to others. 
May I shine for ever in Your temple, set on fire with Your eternal light. 
St. Columba of Iona (521 - 597) Adopted 


C our Father full of mercy, urge yourself to force us to draw near to You, seeing that we ourselves are unwilling 
to urge you. Remove our soul from prison, for we have imprisoned ourselves, and bring us to the true light, even 
though we are unwilling. May your might put us in safe keeping, drawing us up out of the submerged state towards 
which we are heading. Remove, Lord, from before our sight all the veils by which our soul’s vision is encumbered, 
preventing it from seeing your true light. May we stand naked, with open face, in that light continually and without 
interruption; may we continue in desire for, and delight in, its beauty, unto eternal ages, amen. 


St. John the Elder 
Sebastian Brock, The Syriac fathers on prayer and the spiritual life, Cistercian Publications, Inc., 1987. 


OC God, have mercy on us sinners who are not worthy to look in your direction, towards your highest heavens; 
grant us the ability to sanctify your name on earth as it is in heaven, for You, O Lord our God, are holy, and your 
mercy is for ever. 


Martyrius 
Sebastian Brock, The Syriac fathers on prayer and the spiritual life, Cistercian Publications, Inc., 1987. 


M ake our souls grow by Your grace, Lord, so that we may grow in You and give praise to You, for no one can 
grow except in You, and no one can excel except in you. 


John of Apamea 
Sebastian Brock, The Syriac fathers on prayer and the spiritual life, Cistercian Publications, Inc., 1987. 


P raise to You, without whom everything is empty; praise to You, for apart from the praise of Vou, all praise is 
but idle. Praise to You, the One who magnifies, but it is You who are thereby praised, for You are the object of 
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praise of everything. Praise to You, Perfecter of everything, O Christ. By your divine teaching You gave wisdom 
to all who are instructed by You to deprive themselves of everything that belongs to this world - then they shall be 
attached to you. Otherwise, as they travelled after You while still cleaving to the world, they might be drawn back 
by the world into it. Praise to You who bade us release ourselves and then cleave to You, seeing that, when we are 
not bound up with anything, nothing will separate us from you. 


John the Elder 
Sebastian Brock, The Syriac fathers on prayer and the spiritual life, Cistercian Publications, Inc., 1987. 


C Christ, the ocean of our forgiveness, allow me to wash off in You the dirt I am clothed in, so that I may become 
resplendent in the raiment of Your holy light. May I be covered with the cloud of Your hidden glory, full of secret 
mysteries. May the things which divert me from gazing upon Your beauty not be visible to me. May wonder at 
Your glory captivate me continually, may my mind become unable to set in motion worldly impulses. May nothing 
ever separate me from Your love, but rather may that desire, which is in You, to behold Your countenance harrow 
me continually. 


John of Apamea 
Sebastian Brock, The Syriac fathers on prayer and the spiritual life, Cistercian Publications, Inc., 1987. 


M ay my body be purified by You of every image and form here on earth, and may my thoughts be cleansed by 
You, and my limbs be sanctified by You; may my understanding shine out, and may my mind be illumined by You. 
May my person become a holy temple for You; may I be aware in my whole being of Your majesty. May I become 
a womb for You in secret: then do You come and dwell in me by night and I will receive You openly, taking delight 
spiritually in the Holy of Holies of my thoughts. 


Joseph the Visionary 
Sebastian Brock, The Syriac fathers on prayer and the spiritual life, Cistercian Publications, Inc., 1987. 


On my knees before the great multitude of heavenly witnesses, I offer myself, soul and body to You, Eternal Spirit 
of God. I adore the brightness of Your purity, the unerring keenness of Your justice, and the might of Your love. 
You are the Strength and Light of my soul. In You I live and move and am. I desire never to grieve You by my 
unfaithfulness and I pray with all my heart to be kept from the smallest sin against You. Mercifully guard my 
every thought and grant that I may always watch for Your light, and listen to Your voice, and follow Your gracious 
inspirations. I cling to You and give myself to You and ask You, by Your compassion, to watch over me in my 
weakness. Holding the pierced Feet of Jesus and looking at His Five Wounds, and trusting in His Precious Blood, I 
implore You, Holy Spirit, Helper of my infirmity, to keep me in Your grace that I may never sin against You. Give 
me grace, O Holy Spirit, Spirit of the Father and the Son, to say to You always and everywhere, “Speak Lord for 
Your servant listens.” Amen. 

Act of Consecration to the Holy Spirit 


Gi God, we praise you; O Lord, we acclaim you. Eternal Father, all the earth reveres you. All the angels, the 
heavens and the Powers of heaven, Cherubim and Seraphim cry out to you in endless praise: Holy, Holy, Holy 
Lord God of hosts, heaven and earth are filled with the majesty of your glory. The glorious choir of Apostles sings 
to you, the noble company of prophets praises you, the white-robed army of martyrs glorifies you, Holy Church 
throughout the earth proclaims you, Father of boundless majesty, with your true and only Son, worthy of adoration, 
and the Holy Spirit, Paraclete. You, O Christ, are the King of glory, you are the Father’s everlasting Son; when 
you resolved to save the human race, you did not spurn the Virgin’s womb; you overcame the sting of death and 
opened wide the Kingdom of Heaven to those who put their faith in you. You are seated at the right hand of God 
in the glory of the Father. We believe you are the Judge who is to come. And so we beg you, help your people, 
redeemed by your most precious blood. And bring us with your saints to glory everlasting. 

Te Deum (Fourth Century) 


TL ord Jesus, You are my light in the darkness; You are my warmth in the cold; You are my happiness in the 
SOrrow. 


Author Unknown 


CO Lord God, my All in all, life of my life and spirit of my spirit, look in mercy upon me and so fill me with Your 
Holy Spirit that my heart shall have no room for love of aught but You. I seek from You no other gift but Yourself, 
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who are the giver of life and all its blessings. From You I ask not for the world or its treasures, not yet for heaven 
even make request, but You alone do I desire and long for, and where You are, there is heaven. 
Sadhu Sundar Singh (1889 - 1929) 


F bow my heart before You, O God of all power, wisdom, and goodness, transcendently majestic and glorious 
Being! The thoughts of thy infinite perfections overpower my weak faculties; I am lost in wonder, admiration, and 
gratitude! Creator of thousands of worlds of millions of intelligent creatures! Who can describe Your Excellencies? 
Preserver of all that thou hast created! Who can tell of Your goodness! And may I, a poor wretched sinner, 
presume to address You. Thanks to your infinite compassion! Poor, weak, and sinful as I am, I may approach You; 
with the confidence of acceptance, I may seek Your favour and loving-kindness. 


Prayers and Meditations extracted from the Journal of the late Mrs. Trimmer (1816) 


P ut out my eyes, and I can see You still; slam my ears too, and I can hear You yet; and without my feet can go 
to You; and tongueless, I can conjure You at will. Break off my arms, I shall take hold of You and grasp You with 
my heart as with a hand; arrest my heart, my brain will beat as true; and if You set this brain of mine afire, then 
on my bloodstream I will carry You. 

Rainer Maria Rilke (1875 - 1926) 


